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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 

To the Earl of PETERBOROW, 
who commanded the britijh forces in 
Spain. 

Written in the Year 1706. 

'\J\ORDANTO fills the trump of fame, 
-*■'-!■ The chriftian world his deeds pro- 
claim, 
And prints are crowded with his name. 

In journeys he out-rides the poft, 
Sits up till midnight with his hoft, 
Talks politicks, and gives the toaft. 

Knows ev'ry prince in Europe % face, 
Flies like a fquib from place to place, 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette A-la-main^ 
This day arriv'd without his train 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

Vol. VII B KvuSr 



2 TO THE EARL OF PETERBOROW. 

A meflenger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madrid to feek : 
He lfcft the town above a week. 

Next day the poft-boy winds his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the morn : 
Mordanto % landed from Leghorn. 

Mordanto gallops on alone, 
The roads are with his foll'wers ftrown, 
This breaks a girth, and that a bone : 

His body active as his mind, 
Returning (bund in limb and wind, 
Except Tome leather loft behind. 

A fkeleton in Outward figure, 
His meagre corps though full of vigour, 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. ' 

So wonderful his expedition, 
When you have not the leaft fufpicion, 
He's with you like an apparition. 

Shines in all climates like a ftar ; 
In fenates bold, and fierce in war, 
A land-commander, and a tar. 

— Heroic 



FABLE Otf MII5AS, ' i 

Heroic a<Stions early bred in, 
Ne'er to be match'd in mbdern reading, 
But by hi9 name-fake Charles of Sweden* 

The Fable of M i d a s< 
Written in the Year 171 2; 

* AjTIDAS, we are in ftory told, 
±**> Turn'd ev'ry thing he touch d to 
gold: 

• The dean though he did the third or fourth. The firft,* 

toot much change the natural fourth and eighth vetfes are* 

order of words, was yet very among others, examples of this 

exa& in his verification \ but rule, which will be illuftrated 

it may be remarked that verfes by changing the ftrfc&ure fo as 

of eight fyllables are never har- to remove the accent from the 

monious, if the accent be placed firft fyllable to thefscwdj if in* 

on the firft and not repeated till ftead of, 

Glitter'd, like fpangles on the ground: 
the fourth verfe be read* 

Like fpangles glitter'd on the ground : 
the ear will eafily determine fecvidy the meaiure is hot only 
Which fhould be preferred: it harmonious, but acquires a pe- 
ls however true that when the. culiar force; the eleventh verfe 
accent is placed on the firft is of this kind, 
fyllable and repeated at the 

Untouch'd it pafs'd between his grinders,* 
which would be greatly enfeebled by changing it tot 

It pafs'd untouch'd between his grinders, 
though the cadence would ftill would fall on the ftcond fylli- 
be poetical, as thp firft accent blc. 

B 2 Vte 



4 FABLE OF MIDAS. 

He chifd his bread; the pieces round 
Glitter'd like fpangles on the ground : 
A codling e'er it went his lip in, 
Wou'd ftrait become a golden pippin: 
He calPd for drink; you faw him fup 
Potable gold in golden cup : 
His empty paunch that he might fill, 
He fuck'd his vi&uals through a quill : 
Untouch'd it pafs'd between his grinders, 
Or't had been happy for gold-finders: 
He cock'd his hat, you would have faid 
Matnbrinos helm adorn'd his head: 
Whene'er he chanc'd his hands to lay 
On magazines of corn or hay. 
Gold ready coin'd appear'd, inftead 
Of paultry provender and bread: 
Hence by wife farmers we are told, 
Old hay is equal to old gold ; 
And hence a critick deep maintains, 
We learnt to weigh our gold by grains. 

This fool had got a lucky hit ; 
And people fancy 'd he had wit. 
Two gods their flail in mufick try'd, 
And both chofe Midas to decide ; 
He againft Phoebus* harp decreed, 
And gave it for Pan\ oaten reed: 

The 



FABLE OP MIDAS. $ 

The god of wit to fhew his grudge, 
Clapt ajfes* ears upon the judge; 
A goodly pair erecl: and wide 
Which he could neither gild nor hide. 

And now the virtue of his hands 
Was loft among PaElolus fands, 
Againft whofe torrent while he fwims 
The golden fcurf peels off his limbs: 
Fame fpreads the news, and people travel 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 
Midas, expos'd to all the jeers, 
Had loft his art, and kept his ears. 

This tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain leader \ 
To whom from Midas down defcends 
That virtue in the fingers ends. 
What elfe by perquifites are meant, 
By penfions, bribes, and three per cent, 
By places and commijjions fold ; 
And turning dung irielf to gold? 
By ftarving in the midft of ftore 
As t'other Midas did before? 

None e'er did modern Midas chufe 
Subject or patron of his mule, 

B 3 But 



6 FABLE OF MIDAS. 

But found him thus their merit fcan, 
That Phoebus muft give place to Pan: 
He values not the poet's praife, 
Nor will exchange his plumbs for bays: 
To Pan alone rich mifers call, 
And there's the jeft, for Pan is ALL % 
Here Englijh wits will be to feek, 
Jiowe'er, '/# all one in the greek. 

Befides it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too hath ajfes' ears ; 
Where ev'ry fool his mouth applies, 
And whifpers in a thoufand lies, 
Such grofs delufions could not pafs 
Thro' any ears but of an afs. 

But gold defiles with frequent touch ; 
There's nothing fouls the hand Co much : 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
Of Britijh Midas' dirty paws; 
Which while the fenate ftrove to fcour, 
They wafri'd away the chymick power. 

While he his utmoft ftrength apply'd, 
To fwim againft this poflar tide, 
The golden fpoils flew off apace; 
JJere fell a pen/ton, there a place ; 

The 



SHERRIDAN-TO SWIFT. ,7 

The torrent mercilefs imbibes 
CommiJponSy perquifites^ and bribes \ 
By their own weight funk to the bottom; 
Much good may do \m that have caught y em. 
And Midas now neglected ftands 
With affes ears and dirty hands. 

The Reverend Dr. SHERRIDAN to 
J. S. D. D. D. S. P. D. * 

Written in the Year 1712. 

DEAR dean, fince in cruxes and puns 
you and I deal, 
Pray why is a woman a fieve and a riddle? 
'Tis a thought that came into my noddle 

this morning, 
In bed as I lay, Sir, a toiling and turning. 
You'll find, if you read but a few of your 

hiftories, 
All women as Eve, all women are myfteries. 
To find out this riddle I know you'll be 

eager, 
And make every one of the lex a belphagor, 

* Jmathan Swift. doQor of divinity, don of St Patrick 
D*bGn. 

B 4 But 



t SHERRIDAN TO SWIFT. 

But that will not do,, for I mean to come- 

mend 'em: 
I fwear without jeft I an honour intend 'em. 
In a fieve, Sir, their antient extra&ion I 

quite tell, 
In a riddle I give you their power and their 

title. 
This I told you before, do you know what 

I mean, Sir? 
+ Not I t by my troth. Sir. — Then read it 

again, Sir. 
The reafon I fend you thefe lines of rhymes 

double 
Is purely through pity to (ave you the 

trouble 
Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you 

didlaft; 
When your pegafus canter'd in triple, and 

rid fail. 

As for my little nag, which I keep at 

Parnajjusy 
With Phabuts leave, to run with his afles, 
He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded, 
While your fiery fteed is whipp'd, fpurr'd, 

baftinaded. 

i The Dean'* anlWcr. 

Dean 



SWIFT TO SHERRIDAN. 9 

Dean SWIFT's Anfwer to the Reverend 
Dr. SHERRIDAN. 

SIR, 

IN reading your letter alone in my hack- 
ney, 
Your damnable riddle my poor brains did 

rack nigh. 
And when with much labour the matter I 

crackt, 
J found you miftaken in matter of fad. 

A woman's no fieve (for with that you 

•begin) 
Becaufe fhe let's out more than e'er fhe 

takes in. 
And that fhe's a riddle, can never be right, 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But grant her a fieve, I can fay fbmething 

archer, 
Pray what is a man ? he's a fine linen 

fearcber. 

Now tell me a thing that wants inter- 
pretation, 
What name for a * maid, was the firft 
man's damnation ? 

• Fir Gtn y Man-Traf. Jf 



, jo T H E F A G G O T. 

If your worfhip will pleafe to explain me 

this rebus , 
I fwear from henceforward you {hall be 

my Phoebus. 



From my hackney-coach, Sep. II, 
1712, paji 12 at noon. 



THE FAGGOT. 

Written in the Tear 1713, when tin queen's mi- 
ni/lers were quarrelling among tbemfehes. * 

OBSERVE the dying father fpeak : 
Try, lads, can you this bundle break ; 
Then bids the youngeft of the fix, 
Take up a well-bound heap of flicks. 
They thought it was an old man's maggot ; 
And ftrove by turns to break the faggot : 
In vain : the complicated wands 
Were much too ftrong for all their hands. 
See, faid the fire, how fbon 'tis done : 
Then took and broke them one by one. 
So ftrong you'll be, in friendmip ty'd ; 
So quickly broke if you divide. 

* Set more of the author's Letter II, V. tit. 
endeavoureto procure a recon- See alio Frit thoughts on the 

cilement among them, in Mr. preftntftatc of affairs. Vol. IV. 
Popt's Profe Works Vol. II. 

; ; Kee P 



THE FAGOOT. *i 

Keep clofe then boys, and never quarrel. 
Here ends the fable and the moral; 

This tale may be apply 'd in few words 
To.treafurers, comptrollers, ftewards, 
And others, who in folemn fort 
Appear with (lender wands at court : 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground, 
But laming one another round : 
While wife men think they ought to fight 
With quarter-Raves, infteadof white', 
Or conftable vrithjiaff of peace, 
Should come and make the clatt'ring ceafe ; 
Which now duturbs the queen and court, 
And gives the wbigs and rabble fport. 

In hiftory we never found, 
The confuls fafces * were unbound ; 
Thofe Romans were too wife to think on't, 
Except to lafli fome grand delinquent. 
How would they blufh to hear it faid, 
The praetor broke the conful's head ; 
Or, conful in his purple gown, 
Came up and knock'd the praetor down ? 

* Fafiet a bundle of rods or (mail fticlw carried before the 
confuls at .Row. 

Come 
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• Come, courtiers : every man his ftick : 
Lord-treafurer, * for once be quick ; 
^And, that they may the clofer cling, 
Take your blue* ribbon for a firing. 
Come y trimming Har court +, bring your 

mace; 
And Iqueeze it in, or quit your place : 
Difpatch ; or elie that rafcal Northey \ 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
Arid be affurd; the court will find him 
Prepar'd to leap oer fitch , or bind 'cm. 

To make the bundle ftrong and fafe, 
Great Ortnond lend thy gen'ral's ftaff: 
And, if the crofier could be cramm'd in, . 
A fig for Lechmere y King, and Hambden. 
You'll then defy the ftrongeft whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig. 
Though with united ftrength they all pull, 
From Somers down to Craiggs and Walpole. 

* Rtbtrt HarUj earl of Ox- Gen. brought in by lord Hmr- 

ferd. courty yet very denrous of the 

f Lord chancellor. great fcal. 
X Su Edward NtrtbfjAttot. 
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The AUTHOR upon himfelf. 

Written in the Year 17 13. 

A few of the fir ji lines 'were wanting in the ccpy 
fent us by a friend of the author's. 

* * ****** 
** *** **** 

* * ****** 
*♦ +*+ **** 

BY an old purfu'd 
A crazy * prelate, and a royal % prude ; 
By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 
On ev'ry genius that attempts to rife ; 
And paufingoer a pipe, with doubtful nod 
Give hints, that poets ne'er believe in God ; 
So, clowns on fcholars as on wizards look, 
And take a folio for a conj'ring book§. 

* Dr. Sharp trchbifhop of Chriftian, a great lady had fup- 
Y$rk. ported the afperiion, and the 
% Her late majefty Q. A. queen upon fuch aflurances had 
% Archbifliop Sharp accord- given away the bifbopriclc con- 
ing to Dr. Swift's account had trary to her majefty's firft in- 
repfefcntfcd him to the queen tentions [which were in favour 
at a perfbn that was not a of Swift.] Orrery. 

Swift 



14 THE AUTHOR ON HIMSELF. 

Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime ; 
Nay* 'tis affirm'd, he fometimes dealt in 

rhime ; 
Humour, and mirth, had place in all he 

writ; 
He reconciled divinity and wit : 
He moy'd and bow'd and talk'd with too 

much grace ; 
Nor fhew'd the par/on in his gait or face; 
Deipis'd luxurious wines, and coftly meat; 
Yet ftill was at the tables of the great ; 
Frequented lords ; faw tbofe that faw the 

queen ; 
At Child's arTrutys* never once had been; 
Where town and country vicars flock in 

tribes, 
Secur'd by numbers from the lay- mens gibes, 
And deal; in vices of the graver (bit, 
Tobacco, cenfure, coffee, pride, and port* 

But after fage monitions from his friends 
His talents to employ for nobler enfls ; 
To better judgments willing to fubmit, 
He turns to politicks his dang'rous wit. 

* A coffee-houfe and tavern, near St. Pants at that tin* 
much frequented by the clergy. 

And 
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And now the publick int'reft to fopport,' 
By Harley Swift invited comes to court ; 
In favour grows with minifters of ftate ; 
Admitted private, when fuperiors wait : 
And Harley, not amam'd his choice to own, 
Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear, 
But * St. John comes and whifpers in his ear r 
The waiters ftand in ranks ; the yeomen cry^ 
Make room j as if a duke were paffing by. 

New Finch f alarms the lords : he hears 

for certain, 
This dang'rous prieft is got behind the 

curtain. 
Finch fam'd for tedious elocution, proves 1 
That Swift oils many a fpring which 

Harley moves. 
WalpoU and Aiflabie % to clear the doubt, 
Inform the commons, that the fecret's out: 
*' A certain dodor is obferv'd of late 
" Tcjliaunt a certain minifter of ftate : 

• Then fecretary of ftate, author, 
afterwards lord Bttitigbrek*. % They both fpoke againft 

t The late carl of Notting- the author in the houfe of com- 

*Wi, who made a fpeech in mons,although,fyW>//profeffed 

the bonfe of lords againft the much friendship tor him. 

..."'■ " Ftcrax 
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** From whence, with half an eye we may 

difcover 
" The peace is made, and Perhin muft 

come over. 

York is from Lambeth fent to (hew the 

queen 
A dangerous treatife writ againfl the fpleenfo 
Which by the ftyle, the matter, and the drift, 
'Tis thought could be the work of none but 

Swift, 
Poor Tork / the harmlefs tool of others hate; 
He fues for pardon §, and repents too late. 

Now, her vengeance vows 

On Swift's reproaches for her- 



From her red locks her mouth with venom 

fills; 
And thence into the royal ear inftils. 
The queen incens'd, his fervices forgot, 
Leaves him a viclim to the vengeful Scot. 
Now thro* the realm a || proclamation fpread, 
To fix a price on his devoted head. 

1 Tale of a Tub. | The proclamation was a- 

§ His grace was forry for gainft the author of a pamphlet 

what he had (kid, and fent a called, Tbt public* Spirit tf tl* 

meflage to the author to defire Wbig%% againft which the/catab 

hit pardon. lords complained. See vol. IX. 

While 
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While innocent, he fcorns ignoble flight ; 
His watchful friends preferve him by a 
Height. 

By Harley* favour once again he Alines ; 
Is now carefs'd by candidate divines, * 
Who change opinions with the changing 

fcene \ ' 
Lord I how were they iniftaken in the dean ; 
Now Delaware again * familiar grows .3, 
And in Swift's ear thrufts half his powder'd 

nofe. 
The fcottijb nation, whom he durft offend, 
Again, apply that Swift would be their 

friend f. 

By faction tir'd, with grief he waits a while 
His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Performs what, friendship, juftice, truth re- 
quire: 
What could he more, but decently retire % ? 

* Dtlawar* then lord trea- tcr the proclamation than bc- 
furer of the houfhold, always fore, except the duke of Ar* 
CJfefcd the author at court : g^e y who would heVer be re- 
but during the trial of the print- conciled. 
en before the houfe of lords, % About ten weeks before 
and while the proclamation the queen's death, I left the 
hung over the author, his lord- town, upon occafioh of that 
fliip would not- feem to know incurable . breach among the 
™>- great men at court, and went 

f The fitteb lords treated down to Btrkjbirt. Mr. Pott * 

and vifired the author more *f- Prof, ff>*rh> Vol 11. Lex.N . 

C In 



i8 IN SICKNESS. 

In SICKNESS. 

Written foon after the authors coming to live in 
Ireland upon the queens death, Oft. 1714. 

' I /IS true, —then why mould I repine, 

JL To fee my life fo faft decline? 
But why obfcurely here alone, 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known ? 
My (late of health none care to learn; 
My life is here no lbuFs concern : 
And thofe with whom I now converfe, 
Without a tear will tend my herfe. 
Remov'd from kind Arburthnofs aid, 
Who knows his art, but not his trade, 
Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
.Some formal vifits, looks, and words, 
What mere humanity affords, 
I meet perhaps from three or four, 
From whom I once expected more ; 
Which thofe, who tend the fick for pay, 
Can ad as decently as they : 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now a burden grown 
To others, e'er it be my awn. j 




TO THE EARL OF OXFORD. 19 

Ye formal weepers for the fick, 
In your laft offices be quick: 
And fpare my abfent friends the grief 
To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expir'd to day, entomb'd to morrow, 
When known, will fave a double farrow. 

To the Earl of O X F O R D, late lord 
treafurer. Sent to him when he was in 
the Tower, before bis trial* 

Out of HO RACE. . . 
Written in the Year 1716/, 

HOW Weft is he, who for his country 
dies, 
Since death purfues the coward as he flies I 
The youth in vain would fly from fate's 

attack, 
With tremblingknees, and terror at his back ; 
Though fear mould lend him pinions like 

the wind, 
Yet fwifter fate will feize him from behind. 

Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine; 
But &sU with unattainted honour (hire •, 

C 2 ^ox 



so AD THOMAM SHERIDAltf. 

Nor (loops, to take the Jlaff % * nor lays it 

down, 
Juft -as the rabble pleafc to fmile or frown. 

Virtue, to crown: her fav'rites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten pafiage to the Sky ; 
Where Jove a feat among the gods will gwe 
To thole who die for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful filence hath a fure reward ; 
Within 6ur breaft be ev'ry fecret barr d: 
He who betrays his friend, fhall never be 
Under one roof, or in one (hip with me. 
For who with tray tors would his fafety truft, 
Left with the wicked, heaven involve the 

juft? 
And tho' the villain 'fcape a-while, he feds 
Slow vengeance, like a blood-hound, at hb 

- heels. - 

'Ad Am i cum cruditum 
THOMAM SHERIDAN. 

M i 

Scripfit 08. Ann. Dom. 17 17. 

DE L I C I JE Sheridan mufarum, dulcis 
amice, 
Sic tibi propitius Permejpad flumen Apollo 



* A wbitejfaf u tbeeaCgaoI the Vxd ttofimr's 



AD THOMAM SHERlDANi 21 

Oecurrat, leu te mimum cx>nvivia rident, 
-ffiquivocofquc Tales fpargis, leu ludere verfu 
Malles; die, Sheridariy quifham fuit ille 

deorum, 
Quae melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Kimandi genium puerorum, atque ima ce- 
rebri 
Scrutandi? Tibi nafcenti ad cunabuh Pa/las 
Aftitit; St dixit, mentis praelaga futurae, 
Hen, puer. infelix 1 noftro fub fidere natus ; 
Nam tu pe&us eris fine corpore, corporis 

umbra ; 
Sed levitate umbram fuperabis, voce ctca- 

dam: 
Mu/ca femur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardea 

crura. 
Corpore fed tenui tibi quod natura negavit, 
Hoc animi dotes fupplebunt ; teque docente, 
Nee longum tempus, furget tibi do&a ju- 

ventus, 
Artibus egregiis animas inftruda novellas. 
Grex hinc Poeonius venit, ccfx^falutiferovbi. 
Aft, illi caufas orant ; his infula vifa eft 
Divinam capiti nodo conftringere mitram. 

Natalis te hone non fallunt iigna, fed ufque 
Conicius, expedias puero feu lastus yfyotfo 

C 3 Na{ccQ& 



aa APOLLO TO THE DEAN 

Nafcentl arrilit ; five ilium frigidus horror 
Saturni premit, aut feptem inflavcre triones. 

Quin tu alte penitufque latentia femina 

cernis, 
Quaeque diu obtundendo olim Tub luminis, 

auras 
Erumpent, promis j quo ritu faepe puella 
Sub cihere hefterno fopitos fufcitat igoes. 

Te dominum agnofcit quocunque fub 
aere natus ; 
Quos indulgentis nimium cuftodia matris 
Peffundat: namfepevidesinftipitematrem. 

Aureusat ramus, venerandae dona fiby liar, 
Mncx fedes tantum patefecit avernus ; 
Saep£ puer, tua quem tetigit femel aurea virga, 
Coelumque terrafquc videt, no&emque pro- 
fundam. 

APOLLO to the DEAN. 

Written in the Year 1720. 

RIGHT trufty, and fo forth,— we let 
you to know 
We are very ill us'd by you mortals below. . 

For 



APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 23 

For firft, I have often by chymifts been told, 
Tho* I know nothing on't, it is I that make 

gold, 
Which when you have got, you (o careful- 
ly hide it, 
That, fince I was born, I hardly have fpy 'd it. 
Then it mull be allow'd, that whenever I 

thine, 
I forward the grafs, and I ripen the vine ; 
To me the good fellows apply for relief, 
Without whom they could get neither 

claret nor beef: 
Yet their wine and their viduals thefe cur- 
mudgeon * lubbards 
Lock up from my fight in cellars and cup- 
boards. 
That I have an ill eye they wickedly think, 
And taint all their meat, and four all their 

drink. 
But thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow'd, 
I alone can inlpire the poetical crowd : 
This is gratefully own'd by each boy in the 
college, 

Whom if I inlpire, it is not to my knowledge. 

* Curmufyttn, a word here fenfe of more extenfive import, 

ufcd at an adje&hre, now fig- being probably a corruption of 

nines a ibrdid ntggsudly fellow, centr mtchant, a wicked heart, 
but was perhaps in its •riginat 

C 4 Tk& 



24 APOLLO TO THE DEANi 

This ev'ry pretender to rhime will adroit, : . 
Without troubling his head about judgment 

or wit. 
Thefe gentlemen ufeme with kindnefc and 

freedom, 
And as for their works, when I pleafe I 

may read 'em ; 
They lie open on purpofe on counters and 

flails, 
And the titles I view, when I fhine on the 

walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany y 
Whom I for your fake love better than any, 
And of my mere motion^ and f fecial good grace, 
Intended in time to fucceed in your place, 
On Tuefday the tenth feditioufly came 
With a certain falfe traitrefs, one Stella by 

name, 
To the deanery houfe, and on the north glals, 
Where for fear of the cold I never can pais, 
Then and there, vi et armis y with a certain 

utenfil, 
Of value five millings, in englijb a pencil, 
Did malicioufly,faIfly,and trait'roufly write, 
Whilft^/^aforefaidftoodby witha light*. 

* See Verfes (aid to be cut his parlours, among the pofthu- 
by two of the Dean's friends mous pieces at the end of this 
upon a pane of glafc in one of volume* 

My 



APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 25 

My fitter has lately depos'd upon oath, 
That flie ftopt in her courfe to look at them 

both: 
That Stella was helping, abetting and 

aiding ; 
And (till as he writ, flood fmiling and 

reading: 
That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at 

noonday, 
But her graceful black locks were mingled 

with grey; 
And by the defcription I certainly know, 
Tis the nymph that I courted fome ten 

years ago ; 
Whom when I with the beft of my talents 

endu'd 
On her promife of yielding, flie a&ed the 

prude: 
That fome verfes were writ with felonious 

intent, 
Direct to the north y where I never went : 
That the letters appear d reverie thro' the 

pane, 
But in Stellas bright eyes they were plac'd 

right again i 

V/lttsx«a> 



*6 APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 

Wherein flie diftiii&ly could read ev'ry line^ 
And prefendy guds'd the fancy was mine*. 
Now you fee why his verfes fb Seldom are 

fliewn; 
The reaion is plain, they're none of his 

own; 
And obferve while you live, that no man is 

fhy 
To difcover the goods he came honeftly 

by. 
If I light on a thought, he'll certainly 

. fteal it, 
And when he has got it, find ways to con- 
ceal it : 
Of all the fine things he keeps in the darky 
There's icarce one in ten, but what has my 

mark ; 
And let them be feen by the world if he 

dare, 
I'll make it appear, they are all ftolen 
ware. 

* The mechaniun of this which appeared inverted thro* 

poem is formed upon amiftake, the pane : but'as the writing 

which a verjr slight confden- waa not inverted on that fid* 

don of the laws of virion would of the daft, at winch Sulla 

have prevented. The whole looked, it nrit neoenarily be 

depends upon Cyntbia't reading inverted in her eyes. 
in. Sulk'.s eyes the writing, 

But 




APOLLO TO THE DEAN. %y 

But as for the poem he writ on your fafh, 
I dunk I have now got him under my lafti ; 
My fitter tranfcrib'd it laft night to his 

forrow, 
And the publick fhall fee't, if I live till to 

morrow. 
Thro' the zodiac around, it fhall quickly 

be fpread 
In all parts of the globe, where your lan- 
guage is read. 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave a refufal, 
When he afk'd for my aid in the forms that 

are ufual: 
But the fecret is this; 1 did lately intend 
To write a few verfes on you, as my friend : 
I ftudied a fortnight, before I could find, 
As I rode in my chariot a thought to my 

mind, 
And refolv'd the next winter, (for that is my 



time, 



When the days are at fhorteft) to get it in 

rhime; 
Till then it was lock'd in my box at Far- 

najfui: 
When that fubtle companion, in hopes to 

fiirpafVus, 

Com*}* 



s8 APOLLO TO THE DEAN". 

Conveys out my paper of hints by a tricky 
(For I think in my conscience he deals with 

oldnicfy ' • 

And from my own flock provided with to- 
« picks, 
He gets to a window beyond both the 

tropicks ; 
There out of my fight, juft againft thtmr/6 

zone, 
Writes down my conceits, and calls them 

his own ; 
And you, like a cully, the bubble can fwak 

low: 
Now, who but Delany, . that writes like A* 
.. folk? , 

High treafon by ftatute 1 but here you ob- 
ject, 
He only ftole hints, but the verfe is cor- 

red; 
Tho' the thought be Afollo\ 'tis finely ex- 

prefs'd. 
So a thief fteals my horfe, and has him well 

.... drefc'd; 
Now whereas the faid criminal feems paft 
..i repentance. 

We Piesbus think fit to proceed to the fen- 
tence. 

;•;;• •' ' 2 Since 




APOLLO TO THE DEAN. «? 

Since Delany has dar'd, like Prometheus his 

fire, . ^.' - ._-,_ ■ 

To climb to our region, and thence to Ileal 

fire"; - • 

We order a vulture, in fliape of the fpleen, 
To prey on his liver, but not to be feen. 
And'we order our fiibjecls of eVty degree 
To believe all his yerjfes' Were 1 written by me.: 
A«d,'under the riam of out higheft'difplea 1 - 



To call Nothing Bis, but the rhmte a$ the 

meafure. " '"' 
And lafjly, for Stella juft out of her prime, 
I'm too much reveftiffd' already by time. / 
In return to herfconi, I feht ner difeafes, 
But will now be her friend, whenever fhje 

pleafes : 
And the gifts I beftow'd her wiJl fiiid her 

a lover, 
Tho' (he lives to be grey as a badger all over- 



An 



3 ANELECYONTHfe 

An Elegy on the much lamented death 
of Mr. Demar, the famous rt$ ufurer, 
who died the fixih of July 1 729. .. 

■'"'••. Written in the Year 1720;^- • - 

K^O^t^tn^fythefeprefints^ death 
the tamer 

By*^/£^fcathiew , <{the/ , flr# 
Nor can four hundred thouf and fter ling found 
Redeem him from his /^/» under grqund. 
His heirs might well, of all .his wealth 

ISeftpjjc tQ twry him /one iron cheftr 
P^Wthe Gxxl of wealth will joy to know 
Jfis. iaitJAlftewapd.in the (hades below. . 
He walk'd the ftreets, and wore, a tjiread- 

: .bace; cloak ; . . 
He din'd and fupp'd at charge of other 

folks 
And by his looks, had he held out his palms, 
He might be thought an object fit for alms ; 
So, to the poor if he refus'd his pelf, 
He us'd them full as kindly as himfelf. 

Where'er he went, he never faw his betters ; 
Lords y knights and *fquires % were all his 
humble debtors j 
2 KcA 




DEATH OF Mr. DfcMAR; 31 

And under band andjeal the tti/h' nation 
Were fbrc'd to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom 
bought, 
ia half a minute is not wcirth a groat. 
His coffers, from the ckffm could nob fave> 
Nor ali his htfrefi keep him ftom tihe grave. 
A golden monument would not: be fights 
Became we wiih the earth upon him light. 

Oh London tavern *! thou haft loft a 

friend, 
Tho' in thy walls he ne'er did farthing fpend : 
He touch d the pence when others touch 'd 

the tof, - \ 

The iand that fign'd the mortgage paid the 

(hot 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difeafe 
On him could ever boaft a pow'r to feize ; 
Btrt as his gold he weigh'd, grim death in 

fpi^it 
Caft in his dart, which made three moi- 

- dores light; 
And as he few his fading money fail, 
Blew his laft breath to fink the lighter fcale. 

• A tavern to Dublin Where Dtmarkept his office. 

Ha, 



32 THE- RUN UPON. 3ANKEHS. 

He, who fo; long was current ', 'twould 
be flrange . 

If he Ihou'd now be cry V down fince his 
change* 



•>!* 



The/extpn(hsd\^tea fodsonthee Seftbw: 
Ajas, die^/^j is thy/fo^* now; • 
Adifrnaliao&r miift that &«»fer;be^ "• 
l^ho giwes no #//r but t&inwrtalityfy :.; 

• * 

, c Xhe T R^n upon: tbe : J£&w K:E1V$. 

Written in the Y«aj i72o</ : .» 

THE bold encrpachers ; on the deep 
Gain by degrees huge tracts of land, 
Till Neptune with one gen'ral fweep 
Turns all again to barren ftrand, 

il "-.;■' 

The multitude's capricious pranks! 

Are faid to reprefent the feas ; 
Which breaking bankers and the banks , 

Refume their own whene'er , they pleafe*. 

f See aa epitaph on this roifcr, vol. VL p. 222. 

ill. 




THE RUN UPON BANKERS. 3$ 

III. 

Money, the life-blood of the nation, 
Corrupts and ftagnates in the veins, 

Unlefs a proper circulation 
Its motion and its heat maintains* 

IV. 

Becauie 'tis lordly not to pay, 
Quakers and aldermen in ilate 

Like peers have levees ev*ry day 
Of duns attending at their gate. 

V. 

We want our money on the nail j 
The banker's ruin'd if he pays ; 

They feem to ad an ancient tale ; 
The birds are met to ftrip the jays'* 

VI. 

Riches, the wifeft monarch * lings* 
Make pinions for them/elves to fly i 

They fly like bats on parchment wings f 
And geefe their filver plumes fupply* 

* Solemn* 

D VtL 



34 THE RUN UPON BANKERS. 

VII. 

No money left for fquand'ring heirs ! 

Bills turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wilh of Nero now is theirs, 

That they bad never known their letters*. 

VIII. 

Conceive the works of midnight hags, 
Tormenting fools behind their backs : 

Thus bankers o'er their bills and bags 
Sit fijueezing images of wax +. 

IX. 

Conceive the whole enchantment broke ; 

The witches left in open air, 
With pow r no more than other folk, 

Expos'd with all their magick ware. 

X. 

So pow'rful are a bankers bills, 

Where creditors demand their due ; 

They break up counters, doors and tills, 
And leave the empty chefb in view. 

• It is did of Ntro, that he wiihed he could not write. 

when he firft came to the im- f Witches were fabled to 

perial dignity from the tutorage torment the abfent by roafting 

of Stmta* that being aflctfd to or otherwife ill treating their 

Cgaz warrant for an execution images in wax. 



THE RUN UPON BANKERS. 3$ 

XL 

Thus when an earthquake lets in light 

Upon the god of go/ J and belly 
Unable to endure the fight, 

He hides within his darkeft cell. 

xir. 

As when a conj'rer takes a leafe 
From Satan for a term of years, 

The tenant's in a difmal cafe, 

Whene'er the bloody bond * appears, 

XIII. 

A baited banker thus defoonds, 

From his own hand forefees his fall ; 

They have his foul, who have his bonds ; 
"Tis like the writing on the wallf. 

XIV. 

How will the caitiff wretch be fcar'd, 
When firft he finds himfelf awake 

At the laft trumpet unprepar'd, 
And all his grand account to make ? 

• Thefe contrails were always fuppofed to be figned with 
blood. f Mcnt ment Ukel upbtrjm. 

D 2 "XN. 
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XV. 

For in that universal call 

Few bankers will to heav'n be mounters ; 
They'll cry, ye {hops, upon us fall. 

Conceal and cover uSj ye counters : 

XVI. 

When other hands the f cafes fhall hold, 
And they in men and angels Jight 

Produc'd with all their bills and gold, . 
fP'eigb'd in the balance, and found light. 

Tie Defcription of an Irifh Feajl, trans- 
lated almojl literally out of the original 
Iri/h. 

Tranflated in the Year 172c. 

OR0URK\ noble fare 
Will ne'er be forgot, . 
By thofe who were mart. 
Or thofe who were not. 
His revels to keep, 
We fup and we dine 
On feven fcore fheep, 
Fat bullocks and fwine. 

• - Z/fyue&augl 



AN IRISH FEAST. 37 

UJquebaugh to our feaft 
In pails was brought up, 
An hundred at leaft, 
And a * madder our cup. 
O there is the fport ! 
We rife with the light 
In diforderly fort 
From fnoring all night. 

how was I trick'd ! 
My pipe it was broke, 
My pocket was pick'd, 

1 loft my new cloak. 
I'm rifled, quoth iW/, 
Of mantle and + kercher : 
Why then fare them well, 
The de'el take the fearcher. 
Come, harper, ftrike up ; 
But, firft, by your favour, 
Boy, give us a cup : 

Ah ! this has fome favour. 
O Rourk's jolly boys 
Ne'er dreamt of the matter, 
Till rous'd by the noife 
And mufical clatter, 

* Wooden vsflel. t Handkerchief. 

D 3 tVwf 
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They bounce from their neft, 

No longer will tarry, 

They rife ready dreft, 

Without one avq mary. 

They dance in a round, 

Cutting capers and ramping j 

A mercy the ground 

Did not burft with their ftamp:ng. 

The floor is all wet 

With leaps and with jumps, 

While the water and fweat 

Splifti fplafti in their pumps. 

Blefs you late and early, 

Laughlin Enagin^ 

By my* handy you dance rarely, 

+ Margery Grinagin. 

Bring ftraw for our bed, 

Shake it down to the feet, 

Then over us fpread, 

The winnowing flieet : 

To fliow I don't flinch, 

Fill the bowl up again j 

Then give us a pinch 

Of your freezing, $ a yean. 



• An iri/k oath. f The name of an irljb woman. 

\ An irijb word for a woman. 

Good 



AN IRISH FEAST. 39 

Good lord, what a fightj 
After all their good cheer, 
For people to fight 
In the midft of their beer ? 
They rife from their feaft, 
And hot are their brains, 
A cubit at leaft 
The length of their * fkeans. 
What ftabs and what cuts> 
What clatt'ring of flicks ;' 
What ftrokes on the guts, 
What baftings and kicks I 
With cudgels of oak 
Well harden'd in flame 
An hundred heads broke, 
An hundred ftruck lame. 
You churl, 1*11 maintain 
My father built Lufk, 
The caftle of Slain, 
And Carrick Drumrujk : 
The earl of Kildare 
And Moynalta y his brother, 
As great as they are, 
I was nurft by their mother f. 

* Daggers, or fhort (Words, and their children fofter-bro* 

f It is the cuftom in Inland then or fbfter-fiften; and thus ' 

to call nurfes fofter-mothers j the pooreft claim kindred to 

their hatbands fofter-fatben; thericheft. 

D 4 K%l 
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A& that of old madam, 
She'll tell you who's who, 
As far up as Adam^ 
She knows it is true. 
Come down with that beam, 
If cudgels are fcarce, 
A blow on the weam, 
Or a kick on the a fe. 

/4 French gentleman dining with fome com- 
pany on afajl-day, called for feme bacon 
and eggs. The reji were very angry , and 
reproved him for fe heinous a Jin : where- 
upon he wrote the following lines extem- 
pore, which are here translated. 

PJLUTon croire avec Son fens 
£{uun lardon le mil en cokre, 
0u y que manger un harang, 

Cefl unjecret pour luy plaire ? 
jEnfagloire envellope, 

§onge HI bien de nosfoupe ? 



In ENGLISH. 



W H A °> 



can believe with common fenfe, 
A baconrflipe gives God offence, 

Or, 



A SONG. 4* 

Or, how a herring hath a charm 
Almighty vengeance to dilarm ? 
Wrapt up in majefty divine, 
Does he regard on what we dine ? 

An excellent new SONG on a feditious 
pamphlet. * 

to the 'tune of Packington's Pound. 
Written in the Year 1720. 

BROCADOSand damafks, and tab- 
bies, and gawfes, 
Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought 
over, 
With forty things more : now hear what 
the law fays, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not the 
king's lover. 

Tho' a printer and dean 
Seditioufly mean 
Our true irijk hearts from old England to 
wean ; 



• Propofal for the univer&l ufe of irijb manufa£hires, for 
which Wattrs the printer was profecuted. See vol. X. 



42 A SONG. 

We'll buy englijh filks far our wires and our 

daughters, 
In fpite of his deanfhip and journeyman 

Waters* 

II. 

Jn England the dead in woollen are clad, 
The dean and his printer then let us cry 
fye on ; 
To be cloth'd like a carcafe would make 

a teague mad, 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lyon. 
Our wives they grow fallen 
At wearing of woollen, 
And all we poor fhopkeepers muft our horns 

pull in. 
Then we'll buy englijh filks for our wives 

and our daughters, 
In fpite of his deanfhip and journeyman 
Waters. 

III. 

Whoever our trading with England would 
hinder, 
To inflame both the nations do plainly 

confpire; 
caufe irijb linen will foon turn to tinder ; 

And 



A SONG. 4j 

And wool it is greafy, and quickly takes 
fire. 

Therefore I afTure ye, 
Our noble grand jury, 
When they faw the dean's book they were 
in a great fury : 
They would buy englijh filks for their wiv^s 

and their daughters, 
In fpite of his deanfhip and journeyman 
Waters. 

IV. 

This wicked rogue Waters^ who always is 
finning, 
And before Corum nobus (o oft lias been 
call'd, 
Henceforward {Kail print neither pamphlets 
nor linen, 
And, if fwearing can do't, mall be fwing- 
ingly mawl'd : 

And as for the dean, 
You know whom I mean, 
If the printer will peach him, he'll fcarce 
come off clean. 
Then we'll buy englijh filks for our wives 

and our daughters, 
Li fpite of his deanihip and pume^?ttu&. 
footers. Carberte 



44 

Gprberi* Rupes in Comitate Cor- 
gagenfi apud Hybernicos. 

Scripfit Jun. Ann. Dom. 172$. 

ECCE ingens fragmcn fcopuli, quod 
vcrtice fummo 
Defuper impendet, nullo fundaminc nixum 
Decidit in flu&us : maria undique & un- 

dique faxa 
Horifono ftridore tonant, & ad asthera mur- 
mur 
Erigitur ; trepidatquc fuis Neptunus in undis. 
Nam, longa. venti rabie, atque afpergine 

crebra 
iEquorei laticis, ipecus ima rupe cavatur : 
Jam fultura ruit, jam fumma cacumina 

nutant ; 
Jam cadit in praceps moles, 6c verberat 

undas. 
Attonitus credas, hinc dejecifle tonantem 
Montibus impofitos montes, & Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum ccelo jaculaffe gigan- 
tum. 

Saepe etiam fpelunca immani aperitur 
hiatu 

Exda 
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Exefaefcopulis, & utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia 

Phoebo. 
Cautious enorme jurwStis laquearia tedi 
Formantur ; moles olim ruitura fuperne. 
Fornice fublimi nidos pofuere palumbes, 
Inque imo ftagni pofuere cubitia phocx. 

Sed, cum iaevit hyenas, & venti carcere 

rupto 
Immenibs volvunt fludus ad culmina 

mentis. 
Non obfeflae arces, non fulmina vindice 

dextra 
Mifla jovis, quoties inimicas fevit in urbes, 
Exaequant fonitum undarum, veniente pro- 

cella : 
Littora littoribus reboant ; vicinia late, 
Gens affueta mari, & pedibus percurrere 

rapes, 
Terretur tamen, & longe* fugit, arva relin- 

quens. 

Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe 
capelke, 
Vi (alientis aqusg de fummo praecipitantur, 
Et dukes animas imo fub gurgite linquunt. 
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Pifcator terra non audet vellere funem ; 
Sed latet in portu tremebundus, & aera 

iudum 
Haud fperans, Nereum precibus votilquc 
• fatigat. 

We have added a tranflation of the preceding 
poem for the benefit of our englifli read- 
ers. It is done by Mr. W. Dunkin, M. 
A. for whom our fuppofed author hath ex- 
preffed a great regard on account of his 
ingenious performances* although unac- 
quainted with him. 

Carbery rocks in the county tffCork, Ire- 
land. 

LO ! from the top of yonder cliff, that 
fhrouds 
Its airy head amidft the azure clouds, 
Hangs a huge fragment ; deftitute of props 
Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops! 
With hoarfe rebuff the fwelling feas re- 
bound, 
From fliore to (hore the rocks return the 
found : 

The 
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The dreadful murmur heaven's high con- 
vex cleaves, 

And Neptune fhrinks beneath his fubjeft 
waves : 

For, long the whirling winds and beating 
tides. 

Had fcoop'd a vault into its nether fides. 

Now yields the bafe, the fummitsnod, now 

f ur ge 

Their headlong courfe, and lafti the found- 
ing (urge. 

Not louder noife could make the guilty 
world, 

When Jove heap'd mountains upon moun- 
tains hurl'd ; 

Retorting Pelion from his dread abode, 

To crufh earth's rebel-fbns beneath the 
load. 

Oft too with hideous yawn the caverns 

wide 
Prefent an orifice on either fide, 
A difmal orifice from (ca to fea 
Extended, pervious to the god of day : 
Uncouthly join'd the rocks ftupendous 

form 
An arch, the ruin of a future ftorm : 
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High on the cliff their nefts the inoodquefts 

make, 
And fea-calves ftablc in the oozy lake* 

But when bleak winter with his fallen 

train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watry plain ; 
When o'er the craggy fteep without con- 

troul, 
Big with the blaft, the raging billows roul ; 
Not towns beleaguer'd, not the flaming 

brand, 
Darted from heav'n by Jove% avenging 

hand, 
Oft as on impious men his wrath he pours, 
Humbles their pride, and blafts their gilded 

tow'rs, 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar : 
Waves rufli o'er waves, rebellows more to 

fhore. 
The neigh'bring race, tho' wont to brave 

the fhoeks 
Of angry feas, and run along the rocks, 
Now pale with terror, while the ocean 

foams, 
Fly far and wide, nor truft their native 

homes. 

The 
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The goats, while pendent from the 

mountain-top 
The wither'd herb improvident they crop, 
Wafh'd down the precipice with fuddcn 

fweep 
Leave their fweet lives beneath th' unfa- 

thom'd deep. 
The frighted fifher with defporiding eyes, 
Tho* fefe, yet trembling in the harbour lies, 
Nor hoping to behold the ikies ferene, 
Wearies with vows the monarch of the 

main. 



u?cm 
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H <* RRID PL OT 

:-"'■ DISCOVERED BY 

[ 

The Bifliop of Socb^e/s French 
Dog* 

Jta a Dialogue between a Whig and. * Tory • 
Written in the Year 1723-' 

IAIkM a whig the other night, 
How came this wicked plot to light ? 
He anfwer'd, that zdog of late 
Informed a minifter of ftate. 
Said I, from thence I nothing know ; 
For, are not all informers fo ? 
A villain who his friend betrays, 
We ftyle him by no other phrafc ; 
And fo a perjur'd dog denotes 
Porter •, and Prendergaft^ and Oates, 
And forty others I could name. 

Whig. But you muft know, tliis dog was 
lame. 

proc ing* in parliament aeunft Dr. Attirhaj the 
, Suu Triab; VoL VL Icrj. 



THE FRENCH DOG. $» 

Tory. A weighty argument indoedT 
"V 'our. evidence was lame? — proceed: 
Come, help your lame dog oer tbefiyle. 

JVhig. Sir, you miftake me all this whiles 
I mean a dog* (without a joke.) r 
Can howl, and barkj but never (poke. ' 

'Tory. I'm ftill to fcek, which dog you 
mean; 
Whether curr P/unkett, or whelp Skean % 
An englijhj, or an irijb hound J 
Or t'other puppy that was drown'd, 
Or Mafoitt that abandon'd bitch : 
Then pray be free* and tell me which: 
For ev'ry ftander-by was marking, 
That all the noife they made was barking. 
You pay them well ; the dogs have got 
Their dogs- heads in a. porridge pot : 
And 'twas but juft ; for wife men lay, 
That evry dog mufi have his day. 
Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on't, 
He'd either make a hog or dog orit ; 
And lookt, fince he has got his wifti, 
As if he. had thrown down a dijh. 
Yet this I dare forctel you from it, 
He'll foon return to his own vomit. 

Whig. Bciides, this horrid plot was found 
By Neynoe, after he was drown d. 

E 2 *Tory< 
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Tory. Why then the proverb is not right, 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 

Whig' I prov'd my propofition full : 
JJut Jacobites are ftrangely dulL 
Now let me tell you plainly fir, 
Our witnefs is a real curr, 
A dog of fpirk for his years, 
Has twice two legs, two hanging ears ; 
His name is baritqtdn^ I wot, 
And that's a name in ev'ry plot : 
Refolv'd to fave the britijb nation, 
Though french by birth and education ; 
His correfpondence plainly dated 
Was all decypher'd and tranflated: 
His anfwers were exceeding pretty 
Before the fecret wife committee : 
Confeft as plain as he could bark : 
Then with his fore-foot fet his mark. 

Tory. Then all (his while have I been 
bubbled, 
I thought it was a dog in doublet : 
The matter now no longer flicks ; 
For ftatefinen never want dog-tricks. 
But fince it was a real curr, 
And not a dog in metaphor, 
i give yem joy of the report, 
That he*6 to have a place at court. 

Whig. 
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Whig. . Yes, and a piace he will gpow 
rich in; 
A turn-fpit in the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain I tell you what, 
We had occasion for a plot : 
And, when we found the dog begin it, 
We guefs'd the bifhop's foot was in it. 

Tory. I own it was a dang'rous projecl; 
And you have prov'd it by dog-logick. 
Sure fuch intelligence between 
A dog and bifhops ne'er was feen, 
Till you began to change the breed ; 
Your bifhops all are d — gs indeed. 

JOAN cudgels NED. 
Written in the Year 1723. 

JOAN cudgels Ned> yet Neds a bully ; 
Will cudgels Befs, yet Will's a cully. 
Die Ned and Befs y give Will to Joan, 
She dares not fay her life's her own. 
Die Joan and Will\ give Befi to Ned> 
And ev'ry day {he combs his head* 



E 3 Stella 
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ST E L L A at IVood-park. 

A Houfe of Charles Ford, Efq% tight miles 
: from Dublin. 



■ ! i ■ Cuicumque nocere vekbat 
Veftimento dabat pretiofa. 

Written in the Year 1723. 

DO N Carlos in a merry fpight 
Did Stella to his houfe invite : 
He entertain'd her half a year 
With gen'rous wines and coftly chear. 
Don Carlos made her chief dire&or, 
That fhe might o'er the fervants hedtor. 
In half a week the dame grew nice, 
Got all things at the higheft price : 
Now at the table head lhe fits, 
Prefcnted with the niceft bits : 
She look'd on partridges with fcprn, 
Except they tafted of the corn : 
A haunch of ven'fon made her fweat, 
Unkfs it had the right fumette. 
Don GWwearneftly would beg, . 
Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg ; 
Was happy, when he could prevail 
To make her only touch a quail. 
"' ' <'■■ Through 
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Through candle light {he view'd the wine 
To fee, that ev'ry glafs was fine. 
At laft grown prouder than the devil 
With feeding high and treatment civil, 
Don Carlos now began to find 
His malice work as tie defign'd. 
The winter-iky began to frown, 
Poor Stella muft pack off to town ; 
From purling itreains and fountains bub- 
bling, 
To * Liffys. itinking tide at Dublin: 
From wholefome exerciie and air, 
To foiling in an eaiy chair : 
From ftomach (harp, and hearty feeding, 
To piddle like a lady breeding: 
From ruling there the houfhold fingly, 
To be direded here by -f Dmgly: . 
From ev'ry day a lordly banquet, 
To half a joint, and God be thanked: 
From ev'ry meal Pontack in plenty, 
To half a pint one day in twenty : 
From Ford attending at her call, 
To viilts of 1 ■ 

¥tomFord % who thinks of nothing mean, 
To the poor doings of the dean ; 

* The river that runs through DU6*. f A lady : 

The two ladies lodged together. 

E 4 From 
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From growing richer with good chear, 
To running out by ftarving here. 

But now arrives the difmal day j 
She muft return to J Ortnond ^uay. 
The coachman ftopt; (he look'd and (wore 
The rafcal had miftook the door : 
At coming in you faw her ftoop ; 
The entry brum'd againft her hoop : 
Each moment rifing in her airs, 
She curft the narrow winding ftairs : 
Began a thouland faults to fpy ; 
The ceiling hardly fix feet high ; 
The fmutty wainfcot full of cracks : 
And half the chairs with broken backs: 
Her quarter's out at Lady-Day^ 
She vows (he will no longer ftay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizette y 
While there are lodgings to be let. 

Howe'er to keep her fpirits up, 
She fent for company to fup : 
When all the while you might remark, 
She drove in vain to ape Wood-park. 
Two bottles call'd for (half her ftore, 
The cupboard could contain but four :) 
A fupper worthy of herfelf, 
Five nothings in five plates of delf. 

% Where the two ladies lodged* 

Thus 
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Thus for a week the farce went on 5 
When all her country-favings gone, 
She fell into her former fcene, 
Small beer, a herring, and the dean. 

Thus far in jeft : though now I fear, 
You think my jefting too fevere ; 
But poets, when a hint is new, 
Regard not whether falfe or true : 
Yet raillery gives no offence, 
Where truth has not the leaft pretence ; 
Nor can be more fecurely plac'd, 
Than on a nymph of Stellas tafte. 
I muft confefs, your vine and vitde 
I was too hard upon a little : 
Your table neat, your linen fine ; 
And, though in miniature, you (hine : 
Yet when you figh to leave Wood-park, 
The fcene, the welcome, and the {park, 
To languish in this odious town, 
And pull your haughty ftomach down ; 
We think you quite miflake the cafe, 
The virtue lies not in the place : 
For though my raillery were true, 
A cottage is Wood-park with you. 



A quib- 



A quibbling ELEGY on the worfhipful 
Judge Boat. 

Written in the Year 1725. 

TO mournful ditties, Clio y change thy 
note, 
Since cruel fate hath funk our juftice Boat. 
Why fhould he Jink, where nothing feem'd 

to prefs? 
His lading little, and his ballaft leis. 
Toft in the waves of this tempeftuous world, 
At length, his anchor foct and canvas furl'd, 
To * Lazy- bill retiring from his court, 
At his * Ring's end he founders in the fort. 
With f water hll'd he could no longer floaty 
The common death of many a (banger boat. 
A pod fo fall'd, or nature's laws entren- 
ches: 
Benches on boats are plac'd, not boats on 

benches. 
And yet our Boat, how fhall I reconcile it r 
Was both a Boat, and in. one fenfe a pilot. 

• Two Tillages near the Tea, where boatmen and Teamen live. 
t It was fatd be died of a dropfy. 

c . With 
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With ev'ry wind hefaifd, and well cou'd 

tack : 
Had many pendents, but abhorr'd a %t Jack. 
He's gone, although his friends began to 

hope, 
That he might yet b? lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench , on which he fat; 
He was as bard and pond'rous wood as that; 
Yet, when his /and was out, we find at laft, 
That death has overfet him with a blafi. 
Our Boat is now faiPd to the Stygian ferry, 
There to fupply old Charon % leaky wherry: 
Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell ; 
A trade, our f Boat hath practis'd here fo 

well: 
And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brim/lone to fill up his^wr. 
Yet, fpite of death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in his old pofi again. 
The way is thus ; and well deferves your 

thanks: 
Takethe three ftrohgeft ofhis broken planks ; 
Fix them on high, conspicuous to be feen, 
Form'd like the triple-tree near % Stephens 

green ; 

* A cuit word far tjietbite. + In hanging people a» a 

judge. X Where the Dublin gallows ftand*. 

And, 
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And, when we view it thus with thief at 

end on't, 
We'll cry ; look, here's our Boat, and there's 

the pendant. 

The EPITAPH. 

HERE lies judge Boat within a cqffm ; 
Pray, gentle- folks, forbeary 'our feoffing. 
A Boat a judge ! yes ; where s the blunder t 
A wooden judge is nofuch wonder. 
And in his robes, you mujl agree. 
No Boat was better deckt than he. 
*Tts needlefs to defer ibe him fuller, 
In port, he was an able * (culler. 

A Receipt to reftore Stella's 
Youth. 

Written in the Year 1724-5. 

THEJcouiJh hinds, too poor to houfe 
In rrofty nights their ftarving cows, 
While not a blade of grafs or hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 
Muft let their cattle range in vain 
For food along the barren plain. 

, * ff Whether the author meant fd>tlar % and wilfallj 

i / Meagre 
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Meagre and lank with fading grown, 
And nothing left but &in and bone ; 
Expos'd to want, and wind, and weather, 
They juft keep life and foul together, 
'Till iumnier fhovvrs and evening's-dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew; 
And as the vegetables rife, . 
The familh'd cow her want fupplies : 
Without an ounce of laft year's' flefli; 
Whatever (he gains is young and frefh ; 
Grow6 plump and round, and full of mettle, 
As ruing from Medea 's kettle, 
With youth and beauty to enchant 
Europaz counterfeit gallant *• 

Why, Stdla y Should you knk your brow, 
If I compare you to the cow ; 
*Tis juft the cafe ; for you have faded 
So long, till all your flefh is wafted, 
And mud againft the warmer days 
Be fent to f ^uilca down to graze ; 
Where mirth, and exercife, and air, 
Will loon your appetite repair : 
The nutriment will from within 
Round all your body plump your {kin; 

* Jufk.r u fabled to have ftolen Eurtpa in the flope of" a 
bull. f Dr. Sbtridan't houfc. fevea or right mile* from 

DM*. 
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Will agitate the lazy flood, 
And fill your veins with fprightly blood : 
Nor flefh nor blood will be the fame, 
Nor ought of Stella but the name ; 
For, what was ever underftcod 
By human kind, but flefh and blood ? 
And if your flefh and blood be new, 
You'll be no more the former you ; 
But for a blooming nymph will pafs 
Jufl fifteen, coming fummer's grafs, 
Your jetty locks with garlands crown'd: 
While all the {quires from nine miles round, 
Attended by a brace of curs, 
With jocky boots and filver fpurs, 
•No fefs than juftices o' quorum. 
Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before *um, 
Shall leave deciding broken pates 
To kifs your ftcps at £$uilca gates. 
But left you mould my fkill difgrace, 
Come back before you're out of cafe : 
For if to Michaelmas you flay, 
The new-born flefh will melt away ; 
The 'fquire in fcorn will fly the houfe 
For better game, and look for groufc : 
But here, before the froft can marr it, 
We'll make it firm with beef and claret. 

Whit- 
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* WatfsHED's Mom on his Coach 

LlBEtffAS Etf NATALE-S-OLOM. 

Laherty and my native tduntrj* ; 

"Written in -the Year iy_i^. ■ • 

•' ' - ■ =; ' ■■'■ '. '..: j 

LIBER TAS '-ct natale fdum : ■ \ 
Fine words! I wonder where you 
ftole 'e,m. 
Could nothing, but thy chief reproach, 
Serve for a motto oh thy coach ? 
But let me now the words trahflatc: 
NataUfolum, myeftate; 
My dear eftate, how well I love it ! 
My tenants, if foil doubt, wiH prove k: 
They fvvear I am fo kind and good, 
I hug them, till I (queeze their blood. 

Libert as bears a large import :, 
Firft, "how to fwagger in a court ; 
Aad fecondly, to fliew my iurjr 
Agamfl; an un-comply iog jury ; 
And thirdly, 'tis a new invention 
To favour W'oid. aad keep ray penfioa ; 

• The diief juftice who jwofiscuted the i)roJ>«r. fcitVi* 
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And fourthly, 'tis to play an odd trick, 
Get the great feal, and turn out Brod*rick\\ 
And fifthly (you know whom I mean) 
To humble that vexatious dean ; I 

And fixthly, for my foul, to barter it * 
For fifty times its worth to Carteret +. 

Now, fince your motto thus you conftrue 
I muft confefs you've fpoken once true. 
Liber tas et natalefolum : 
-You had good reafon, when you ftole 'em. 

Sent by Dr. DEL ANY to Dr. SWIFT, 

in order to be admitted to Jpeak to him, 
when be was deaf. 

Written in the Year 1724. 

DEAR fir, I think 'tis doubly hard, 
Your ears and doors fhould both be 
barr'd. 
Can any thing be more unkind ? 
Muft I not lee, 'caufe you are blind ? 
Methinks a friend at night ftiou'd cheeryou, 
A friend, that loves to fee and hear you. 
Why am I robb'd of that delight, 
When you can be no lofer by't ? 

(1. 1.) Liberty to barter his foul. t CarUrtt, lord 

Inland. 

Nay, 
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Nay, when 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?) 
That if* you heard you'd be no gainer. 
For Aire you are not yet to learn, 
That hearing is not your concern ; 
Then be your doors no longer barr'd ; 
Your bufinefs, fir, is to be heard. 

The ANSWER. 

THE wife pretend to make it clear, , 
'Tis no great lofs to lofe an ear # 
Why are we then fo fond of two, 
When by experience one would do ? 

'Tis true, fay they, cut off the head, 
And there's an end ; the man is dead ; 
Becaufe, among all human race, 
None e*er was known to have a brace : 
But confidently they maintain, 
That where we find the members twain, 
The lofs of one is no fuch trouble, 
Since t'other will in ftrength be double. 
The limb lurviving, you may fwear, 
Becomes his brother's lawful heir : 
Thus for a trial let me beg of 
Your rev'rence but to cut one leg off, 
And you mall find, by this device • 
The other will be ftronger twice ; 

F Fot, 
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For, ev'ry day you {hall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining. 
So, when an eye has loft its brother, 
You fee the better with the other. 
Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t'other hand the work of two : 
Becaufe, the foul her power contracts, 
And on the brother limb re-aSis. 

But, yet the point is not fo clear in 
Another cafe, the fenfe of hearing : 
For though the place of either ear 
Bediftant, as one head can bear; 
Yet Galen mod acutely {hews you, 
(Confult his book de partium ufu) 
That from each ear, as he obferves, 
There creep two auditory nerves, 
Not to be feen without a glafs, 
Which near the os petrofum pafs ; 
Thence to the neck ; and moving thorow 

there 
One goes to this, and one to t'other ear, 
Which made my grand -dame always ftuff- 

her ears 
Both right and left, as fellow-mflferers. 
You fee my learning ; but to fhorten it, 
When my left ear was deaf a fortnight, 

To 
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To t'other ear I felt it coming on : 
And thus I fblve this hard phenomenon, 

'Tistrue, a glafs will bring fopplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded eye*: 
Your arms, though both your eyes were loft, 
Would guard your nofe againft a poft: 
Without your legs two legs, of wood 
Are ftronger, and almoft as good : 
And as for hands, there have been thofe, 
Who wanting both have us'd their toes * $ 
But no contrivance yet appears 
To furnidi artificial ears. 

A quiet LIFE and a good NAME. 
To a friend ivbo married a Jhrew. 
Written in the Yedr 1724. 

NELL fcolded in fo loud a din, 
That Will durft hardly venture in j 
He markt the conjugal difpute ; 
Nell roar'd incefrant, Dick fate mute ; 
But when he faw his friend appear, 
Cry'd bravely, patience, good my dear, 

* There was about this time a man (hewed, who wrote with 
bis foot. 

F 2 KX. 
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At fight of Will (he bawl'd no more, 
But hurry 'd out and clapt the door. 

Why Dick I the devil's in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will) thy houfe is worfe than hell : 
Why what a peal the jade has rung !' 
Damn her, why don't you flit her tongue ? 
For nothing elfe will make it ceafe.* 
Dear Will, I fuffer this for peace : 
I never quarrel with my wife ; 
I bear it for a quiet life. 
Scripture you know exhorts us to it ; 
Bids us tofeek peace, and enfue it. 

Will went again to vilit Die k ; 
And ent'ring in the very nick, 
He faw virago Nell belabour, 
With Dick's own ftaff his peaceful neigh- 
bour: 
Poor Will, who needs muft interpofe, 
Received a brace or two of blows. 

But now, to make my ftory fliort ; 
Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why Dick, thy wife has dev'lifh whims ; 
Ods-buds, why don't you break her limbs ? 
If (he were mine, and had fuch tricks, 
I'd teach her how to handle fticks : 

Z ds, 
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Z ds, I would fhip her to Jamaica^ 

Or truck the carrion for tobacco: 

Id fend her far enough away 

Dear WM' y but what would people fay ? 

Lord ! I fhould get fb ill a name, 

The neighbours round would cry out fhame. 

Dick fuffer'd for his peace and credit ; 
But who believ'd him, when he faid it ? 
Can he, who makes himfelf a flave, 
Confult his peace, or credit fave ? 
Dick found it by his ill fuccefs, 
His quiet fmall, his credit left. 
She ferv'd him at the ufual rate ; 
She ftunn'd, and then fhe broke his pate. 
And, what he thought the hardeft cafe, 
The parifh jeer'd him to his face ; 
Thofe men, who wore the breeches leaft, 
Call'd him a cuckold, fool and beafl. 
At home he was purfu'd with noife ; 
Abroad was pefter'd by the boys : 
Within, his wife would break his bones; 
Without, they pelted him with (tones : 
The 'prentices procur'd a riding* 
To Z.&. his patience, and her chiding. 

* A riding, a humorous ca- the horfe, and with a ladle 

▼alcade ftill pradifed in fome cbaflifes a man, who fits on a 

parti of England to ridicule a pillion behind her with his face 

folding wire and henpecked to the horie's tail, 
bufbaad: a woman beftridcs Falfe 
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Falfe patience and miftaken pride! 
There are ten thoufand Dicks befide; 
Slaves to their quiet and good name 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame. 

Some ingenious gentlemen, friends to the author, ufed 
to entertain themfehes with writing riddles, and 
fending them to him and their other acquaintance -, 
copies of which ran about, andfome of them were 
printed both in England and Ireland. The au- 
thor at bis leifure hours fell into the fame amufe- 
ment ; although it be [aid, that be thought them 
of no great merit, entertainment, orufe* Haw- 
ever, by the advice offome perfons, for whom the 
author bath a great efteem, and who were pleafed 
to fend the copies, the few following have been 
publijhed, (which are allowed to be genuine: J be- 
caufe, we are informed that feveral good judges 
have a tpjle for fucb kind of compofttions. 

A 

RIDDLE. 

Written in the Year 1724. 
I. 



T N* youth exalted high in air, 
* Or bathing in the wafers fair, 



Nature 
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Nature to form me took delight,, 

And clad my body all in white: 

My peribn tall, and flender wafte, 

On either fide with fringes grac'd ; 

'Till me that tyrant man elpy'd, 

And dragg'd me from my mother's fide : 

No wonder now I look fo thin ; 

The tyrant ftript me to the {kin : 

My flan he flay'd, my hair he cropt j 

At head and foot my body lopt : 

And then, with heart more hard than (lone, 

He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 

To vex me more, he took a freak 

To flit my tongue and make me fpeak : 

But that which wonderful appears, 

I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears. 

He oft employs me in difguife, 

And makes me tell a thoufand lies : 

To me he chiefly gives in truft 

To pleafe his malice or his luft. 

From me no fecret he can hide ; 

I fee his vanity and pride : 

And my delight is to expofe 

His follies to his greatdft; foes. 

All languages I can command, 
Yet not a word J underiUnd* 

F 4 Without 
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Without my aid the heft divine 
In learning would not know a line : 
The lawyer muft forget his pleading ; 
The fcholar could not mew his reading. 

. Nay ; man my mailer is my (lave : 
I give command to kill or fave, 
Can grant ten thoufand pounds a year, 
And make a beggar's brat a peer. 

But, while I thus my life relate, 
I only haften on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is furr'd, 
I hardly how can force a word. 
I die unpitied and forgot, 
And on ibme dunghill left to rot. 

II. 
" : ANOTHER. 

AL L-ruling tyrant of the earth, 
To vileft (laves I owe my birth. 
How is the greatefi monarch bleft, 
When in my gaudy iiv'ry dreft I 
No haughty nymph has pow'r to run 
From me ; or my embraces fhun. 
Stabb'd to the heart, condemn'd to flame, 
My conftancy kfiill the fame* 
*\ o: ji .'. The 
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The fav*rite meflengerof Jove*, 
And Lemnian God f. confulting ftrove 
To make me glorious to the fight 
Of mortals, and the Gods delight. 
Soon would their altars flame expire, 
If I refus'd to lend them fire. 

III. 
ANOTHER. 

BY fate exalted high in place, 
Lo, here I ftand with <&«£/<? /Jo*; 
Superior none on earth I find ; 
But fee below me all mankind. 
Yet, as it oft attends the great, 
I almofty/wi with my own weight. 
At every motion undertook, 
The vulgar all confult my look. 
I fometimes gpve advice in writing) 
But never of my own inditing. 

I am a courtier in my way ; 
For thofe who raisd me, I betray $ 
And fome give out, that I entice 
To luft and luxury and dice : 
Who punifhments on me inflid, 
feecaule they find their pockets pickt. 

* Mtre*ry> f Fulton. 
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By riding poft I lofe my health ; 
And only to get others wealth. 

IV. 
ANOTHER. 

TDECAUSEIamby nature blind* 

■■-* I wifely chufe to walk behind ; 

However, to avoid difgrace, 

I let no creature fee my face. 

My words are few, but ipoke vrithfenfe t 

And yet my Jpeaking gives offence : 

Or, if to wbifper I prefume, 

The company will fly the room. 

By all the world I am oppreft y 

And my opprejfton gives them reft. 

Through me, though fore againft my wil 
Inftruclors ev'ry art inftil. 
By thoufands I am/old and bought, 
Who neither get, nor lofe a groat j 
For none, alas, by me can gain, 
But thofe who give me great eft pain. 
Shall man prefume to be my matter. 
Who's but my caterer and t after t 
Yet though I always have my will, 
I'm but a meer depender ftill : 

A 
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An humble hanger-on at beft; 
Of whom all people make ajefl. 

In me detractors feck to find 
Two vices of a diff 'rent kind : 
I'm too prbfufe, fome cens'rers ay, 
And all I get, I let it fy • 
While others give me many a curie, 
Becaufe too clofe I hold my purfe. 
But this 1 know, in either cafe 
They dare not charge me to my fact* 
'Tis true indeed, fometimes I Jove, 
Sometimes run out of all I have ; 
But when the year is at an end, 
Computing what I get, and fpind t 
My goings out y and comings in, 
I cannot find I lofe or win ; 
And therefore all that know me lay, 
I juftly keep the middle way. 
I'm always by my betters led ; 
I laft get up y and firft a-bed% 
Though, if I rife before my time 9 
The learn* d in feiences fublimc 
Confult the ftars, and thence fbretd 
Good luck to thofe, with whom I dwell* 



V. ANO- 
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v 

V. 
ANOTHER. 

TH E joy of man, the pride of brutes, 
Domefbc fubjecVfor difputes, 
Of plenty thou the emblem fair, 
Adorn'd by nymphs with all their care ; 
I faw thee rais'd to high renown, 
Supporting half the britijb crown ; 
And often have I feen thee grace 
The chafte Dianas infant face ; 
And whenfbe'er you pleaie to fhine, 
Lefs ufeful is her light than thine : 
Thy num'rous fingers know their way, 
And oft in Celias trefles play. 

To place thee in another view, 
I'll fhew the world ftrange things and true; 
What lords and dames of high degree 
May juftly claim their birth from thee. 
The foul of man with fpleen you vex ; 
Of fpleen you cure the female fex. 
Thee for a gift the courtier fends 
With pleafure to his fpecial friends ; 
"Te gives; and with a gen'rous pride, 

ntrives all means the gift to hide: 

Nor 
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Nor oft can the receiver know, 

Whether he has the gift or no. 

On airy wings you take your flight, 

And fly unfeen both day and night • . 

Conceal your form with various tricks ; r . 

And few know how or where you fix. 

Yet fome,. who ne'er beftow'd thee, boaft 

That they to others give thee moft. 

Mean time, the wife a queftion ftart, 

If thou a real being art ; 

Or, but a creature of the brain, 

That gives imaginary pain : 

But the fly giver better knows thee ; 

Who feels true joys, when he beftows thcc. % 

VI. 
ANOTHER. 

HPHOUGHI, alas! a pris'ner be, 

-*■ My trade is pris'ners to fet free. 
No flave his lord's commands obeys 
With foch infinuating ways. 
My genius piercings Jharp and bright^ 
Wherein the men of wit delight. 
The clergy keep me for their eafe, 
And turn and wind me as they pleafe. 
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A new and wond'rous art I (how 
Of railing fpirits from below ; 
In fear let fome, and fome in tohite t 
They rife, walk round, yet never fright. 
In at each mouth tint fpirits pafs, 
DiftincTJy feen as through a glafs : 
O'er head and body make a rout, 
And drive at laft iWfecrets out : 
Andftill, the more Ifliowmyart, 
The more they open ev'ry heart, 

A greater chymifr. none, than I, 
Who from materials hard and dry 
Have taught men to extraB with /kill 
More precious juice than from a (till. 

Although I'm often out of cafe, 
I'm not afham'd to (how my face. 
Though at the tables of the great 
I near the fide boardiake my feat j 
Yet the plain 'fquire, when dinner's done, 
Is never pleas'd till I make one : 
He kindly bids me near him (land ; 
And often takes me by the hand j 

I twice a day a hunting go; 
Nor ever fail to feize my foe \ 

And, 
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And, when I have him by the pde 
I drag him upwards from his hole y 
Though fome are of fo ftubbom kind, 
I'm forc'd to leave a limb behind. 

I hour ly wait fome fatal end ; 
For I can break, but fcorn to bend, «*' T 

vn. 

ANOTHER. 

The gulph of all human pofleflions. 

Written in the Year 1724. 

COME hither and behold the fruits, 
Vain man, of all thy vain purfuits. 
Take wife advice, and look behind, 
Bring ?\\paft a&ions to thy mind. 
Here you may fee, as in a glafs, 
How fbon all human pleasures pals. 
How will it mortify thy pride, 
To torn the true impartial fide ! 
How will your eyes contain their tears, 
When all the fed reverfe appears ! 

This cave within its womb confines 
The laft refult of all defigns: 

Here 



*o A RIDDLE. 

Here lie depofited the fpoils 
Of bufy mortals endlels toils: • 
Here, with an eary fearch we find 
The foul corruptions of mankind. 
The wretched purchafe here behold 
Of tray tors, who their country fold. 

This gulph infatiable imbibes 
The lawyer's fees, the ftatefman's bribes. 
Here, in their proper fhape and mien, 
Fraud, perjury, and guilt are feen. 

Neceflityj the tyrant's law, 
All human race muft hither draw ; 
All prompted by the fame defire y 
The vig'rous youth, and aged fire. 
Behold, the coward and the brave, 
The haughty prince, the humble flave, 
Phyfician, lawyer, and divine, 
All make oblations at this fhrine. 
Some enter boldly, fbme by ftealth, 
And leave behind their fruitlefs wealth. 
For while the bafhful iylvan maid, 
As half aiham'd, and half afraid, 
Approaching finds it hard to part 
With that, which dwelt fo near her heart ; 

The 
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The courtly dame, unmov'd by fear, 
Profuiely pours her offerings here. 

A treafure here of learning lurks, 
Huge heaps of never-dying works ; 
Labours of many an antic nt fage, 
And millions of the prefent age. 

In at this gulph all off'rings pais, 
And lie an undiftinguifh'd mafs. 
Deucalion to reftore mankind 
Was bid to throw the ftones behind ; 
So thofe, who here their gifts convey, 
Are fore'd to look another way ; 
For few, a chofen few, muft know 
The myfteries that lie below* 

Sad chamel-houfe ! a difmal dome, 
For which all mortals leave their home j 
The young, the beautiful, and brave, 
Here bury'd in one common grave ; 
Where each fupply of dead renews 
Unwholefome damps, offenfiue dews i 
And lo! the writing on the walls 
Points out where each new viStitn falls ; 
The food of worms, and beafts obfeene, 
Who round the vault luxuriant reign* 

G See' 
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See where thole mangled corpfes lie, 
Condemned by female hands to die ; 
A comely dame once clad in white, 
Lies there confign'd to endlefs night ; 
By cruel hands her blood was ipilt, 
And yet her wealth was all her guilt 

And here fix virgins in a tomb, 
All-beauteous offspring of one womb, 
Oft in the train of Venus feen, 
As fair and lovely as their queen : 
In royal garments each was dreft, 
Each with a gold and purple veil ; 
I faw them of their garments ftript, 
Their throats were cut, their bellies ript, 
Twice were they bury'd, twice were born, 
Twice from their fepulchres were torn ; 
But now difmemberM here are caft, 
And find a refting place at lair. 

Here oft the curious trav'ler finds 
The combat of oppdfing winds : 
And feeks to learn the fecret caiile, 
Which alien ieems from nature's laws ; 
Why at this caufs tremendous thouth, 
He feels at once both north ztidfouth ; 

Whethei 
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Whether the winds in caverns pent 
Through clefts oppugnant force a vent : 
Or whether, ofning all his fiores^ 
Fierce aolus in tempeft roars. 

Yet from this mingled mafs of things 
In time a new creation fprings. 
Thefe crude materials once mall rife 
To fill the earth, and air, and fkies : 
In various forms appear again 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
So Jove pronounc'd among the gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods. 

VIII. 
ANOTHER, 

LOUISA to STREFHON, 

Translated in the Year 1724. 

AH, Strephon, how can you defpife 
Her, who without thy pity dies ? 
To Strepbon I have ftill been true, 
And of as noble blood as you j 
Fair HTue of the genial bed, 
A virgin in thy bofbm bred ; 
Embrac'd thee clofer than a wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my life. 

G 2 Vft*f 
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Why (hould my fhepherd take amils, 
That oft I wake thee with a kifs ?■ 
Yet you of eVry kifs complain ; 
Ah, is not love a pleating pain ? 
A pain which every happy night 
You cure with eafe and with delight; 
With pleafure, as the poet fings, 
Too great for mortals lefs than kings. 

Chke, when on thy breaft I lie, 
Obferves me with revengeful eye : 
If Gbloe o'er thy heart prevails, 
She'll tear me with her defp'rate nails ; 
And with relentlels hands deftroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 
Nor have I bred a fpurious race ; 
They all were born from thy embrace. 

Confider Strepbon what you do ; 
For {hall I die for love of you, 
I'll haunt thy dreams, a bloodlefs ghoft ; 
And all my kin, anum'rous hoft, 
Who down direct our lineage bring 
From victors o'er the mempbia n king ; 
Renown'd in fieges and campaigns, 
Who never rled the bloody plains, 

Who 
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Who in tempeftuous Teas can fport,. - 
And fcorn the pleasures of a court ; 
From whom great Sylla found his doom ; 
Who fcourg'd to death that fcourge o(Rome y 
Shall en thee take a vengeance dire ; 
Thou, like Alcides-, fhalt expire, 
When his envenom'd fhirt he wore, 
And fkin and flem in pieces tore. 
Nor lefs that fhirt, mj rival's gift, 
Cut from the piece that made her fhift, 
Shall in thy dearefl blood be dy'd, 
And make thee tear thy tainted hide. 

IX. 
ANOTHER. 

Written in the Year 1725. 

DEPRIV'Dofroot, and branch, and 
rind, 
Yet flow'rs I bear of ev'ry kind ; 
And fuch is my proliflck pow'r, 
They bloom in lefs than half an hour : 
Yet ftanders-by may plainly fee 
They get no nourifnment from me. 
My head with giddinefs goes round ; 
And yet I firmly ftand my ground : 

G 3 *s\\ 
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All over naked I am teen, 

And painted like an indian queen. 

No couple-beggar in the land, 

E'er join'd (uch numbers hand in hand j 

I join them fairly with a ring ; 

Nor can our parlbn blame the thing : . 

And tho' no marriage words are fpoke, 

They part riot till the ring is broke, 

Yet hypocrite fanatics cry, 

I'm but an idol rais'd on high ; 

And once a weaver in our town, 

A damh'd tromwellian knock'd mejdown. 

I lay a pris'ner twenty years, 

And then the jovial cavaliers 

To their old poft reftor'd all three, 

I mean the church, the king, and me. 

VERSES on the upright judge who con- 
demned the Drapier'j printer. 

Written in the Year 1724. 

THE church I hate, and have good 
reafon ; 
For there my grandfifc cut his weazon. ? 
He cut his weazon at the k altar; 
I keep my gullet for the halter. 

On 
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Off the fame. 

IN church your grand lire cut his throat: 
To do the jobb too long he tarry 'd, 
He mould have had my hearty vote, 
To cut his throat before he marry 'd. 

On the fame. 
(The Judge /peaks.) 

T 'M not the grandfon of that afs *%um ; 
■■• Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pafquin. 
My grand-dame had gallants by twenties, 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice, 
This, when my grandfire knew, they tell 

us he 
In Chrift- church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
And, fince the alderman was mad you Jay, 
Then I muft be fo too, ex traduce. 

* An alderman. 
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A SIMILE, on our want of Silver, and 
the only way to remedy it. 

Written in the Year 1725. 

AS when of old fome forc'refs threw 
O'pr the moon's face a iable hue, 
To drive unfeen her magic chair, 
At midnight through the darkend air ; 
Wife people, who believ'd with reafon, 
That this eclipfe was out of feafon, 
Affirm'd the moon was fick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter-fpell. 
Ten thoufand cymbals now begin 
To rend the flries with brazen din ; 
The cymbals rattling founds difpel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell ; 
The moon deliver'd from her pain, 
Difplays her fiver face again. 
(Note here, that in the chymic ftyle, 
The moon is fiver all this while.) 

So, (if my fimile you minded, 
Which I confefs is too long-winded) 
When late a feminine magician*, 
Join'd with a brazen politician, 

• A grtflt lady U reported to have been bribed by Wtti. 

Expos'd, 
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Expos'd, to blind the nation's eyes, 
A + parchment of prodigious fize ; 
ConceaTd behind that ample fcreen, 
There was no filver to be feen. 
But, to this parchment let the Drafter 
Oppofe his counter-charm of paper, 
And ring Wood's copper in our ears 
So loud, 'till all the nation hears ; 
That found will make the parchment {hrivel, 
And drive the conj'rei's to the devil : 
And when die fky is grown (erene 
Our filver will appear again. 

On WOOD the iron-monger. 
Written in the Year 1725. 

SALMONEUS, as theGm:/** taleis, 
Was a mad copper-fmith of Elis ; 
Up at his forge by morning peep, 
No creature in the lane could fleep. 
Among a crew of royft'ring fellows 
Would fit whole ev'nings at the alehoufe: 
His wife and children wanted bread, 
While he went always drunk to bed. 

f A patent to William Wtod, for coining half-pence, 

Thi& 
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This vap ring fcab muft needs device 
To ape the thunder of the ikies : 
With brafs two fiery fteeds he fhod, 
To make a clattering as they trod. 
Of poltfh'd brafs his flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar, 
And up he mounts into the box, 
And he muft thunder, with a pox. 
Then, furious he begins his march, 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch: 
With fquibs and crackers arm'd to throw 
Among the trembling crowd below. 
All ran to pray'rs, both priefts and laity. 
To pacify this angry deity ; 
When jfove, in pity to the town, 
With real thunder knock'd him down. 
Then what a huge delight were all in, 
To fee the wicked varlet fprawling; 
They iearch'd his pockets on the place, 
And found his copper all wa&bafe ; 
They laugh'd at roch an /W/& blunder, 
To take the noife of brafs for thunder. 

The merftl of this tale is proper, 
Apply 'd. to Wood?* adulterate corner : 
Which, as he fcatter'd, we like dolts 
Matook at firft for thunder-bolts ; 

Before 
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Before the Drapier ftiot a letter, 
(Nor jfove himfelf could do it better) 
Which lighting on th* impoftor's crown, 
like real thunder knbck'd him down. 

W^)OD an INSECT. 

Written in the Year 1725. 

BY long obfervation I have imderftood, 
That two little vermin are kin to 
Will Wood. 
The firft is an infect they call a wood-loufe. 
That folds up itfelf in itfelf for a houfe : 
As round as a ball, without head, without 

•tail, 
Jnclos'd cap-a-pe in a ftrong coat of maiL 
And thus William Wood to my fancy ap- 
pears 
In fillets of brafs roll'd up-to his- ears : 
And, over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown, 
To keep out of danger, * a doublet of ftone, 

The loufe of the wood fan. med'eine is 
tis*d, ■:...' 
Or iwallow'd alive, or flrilfully bruis'd. 

* He wai in jayl for debt. 



9* WOOD AN INSECT. 

And, let but our mother Hibemia contrive 
To {wallow Will Wood either bruis'd or 

alive, 
She need be no more with the jaundice po£> 

feft, 
Or fick of obJlruElion$ y and fains in her 

chefi. 
The next is an infe& we call a «w</-worm. 
That lies in old Wood like a hare in her 

form ; 
With teeth or with claws it will bite or will 

fcratch, 
And: chambermaids chriften this worm a 

death-watch; 
Becaufe like a watch it always cries click: 
Then woe be to thofe in the houfe who are 

' fick: 
•for, as fure as a gun, they will give up 

the ghoft, 
If the maggot cries click, when it fcratches 

the poft. 
But a kettle of fcalding hot water inje&ed 
Infallibly cures the timber afTe&ed: 
The omen is broken, the danger is over; 
The maggot will die, and the fick will re- 
cover. 

Such 
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Such a worm was Will Wood y when he 

(cratch'd at the door 
Of a governing ftatefman or favourite 

whore : 
The death of our nation hefeem'd toforetel, 
And the (bund of his brafs we took for our 

knell. 
But now fince the Drafter hath heartily 

maul'd him, 
I think the bed thing we can do is to fcald 

him. 
For which operation there's nothing more 

proper 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melt- 
ed copper ; 
Unlefs, like the £te£, you rather would boil 
This coiner of '+ raps in a cauldron of oil. 
Then chufe which you pleafe, and let each 

bring a faggot, 
For our fear's at an end with the death of 

the maggot. 

i t A cant wotd in Inland for a counterfeit half-pennjr. 



TO 



TO Q^U I L CJ, 

A Country-Houfe of Dr. Sheridan 

In no very good REPAIR, ' * 

Where fa fu^pofed Author, and fome «f kis Friends T 
[pent a fummer in the Tear 1725. 

LET mc thy properties explain, . 
A rotten cabbin dropping rain ; 
Chimnies with fcorA rejecting fmoak ; 
Stools, tables, chairs, and bed-fteds broke. 
Here elements have loft their uies, 
Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 
In vain we make poor Sbeelah % toil, 
Fire will not roaft, nor water boil. 
Through all the valleys, hills and plains. 
The goddefs want in triumph reigns ; 
And her chief officers of ftate, . 
Slothy dirty and theft around her wait, 

% Aa wijk name. 



HORACE, 



95 

H OR A C.E, 

ode xiv. book i. 

Paraphrafed and Infcribed to IRELAND. 
Written m the Year 1725-6. 

THE INSCRIPTION* 

Pwr floating i/le 9 toft vn. ill fortunes waves* 
Ordain' J Ay fate to be the land ofjtdvei\ 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted fland ; 
7lou t fixd of old y be now the moving land ? 
Alt bo' the metaphor be worn andjlale> 
Betwixt a flat e % and veffel under fail ; 
JLet me fuppofe thee for afhip a-while % 
And thus addrefs thee in the faihrs Jlyle* 

i.T TNHAPPY (hip, thou artretumd 
*-^ in vain: 

New waves {hall drive thee tb the deep 
again. 



x, O tunis, rtftratinn*rt4t*rti 
FhtSm. 



Look 



96 HORACE. 

Look to thyfelf, and be no more the fport 

2. Of giddy winds, but make fonle frieridty 

port: ' ~ - 

3. Loft are thy oars, that us'd thy courfe to 

guide, 
Like faithful counfellors on either fide. 

4. Thy mail, which like fome aged patriot 

flood 
The fingle pillar for his country's good, 
To lead thee, as a ftaff dire&sthe blind, 
Behold it cracks by yon rough eaflern 

wind. 

5. Your cables burft, and you rriuft quickly 

feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your 

keel. 
Thus, commonwealths receive a foreign 

yoke, 
When the ftrong cords of union once arc 

broke, 

2. Ftrtittr ttatptt' 
Ptrtum : 

3. Nudum rmipt latur. 

4. Mains altri fatuius Africo. 

5. Acfimfumbus 
Fix dttrart caritut 
PtJJhrt imftrwfm 
Spur? 

6* Torn 
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6. Tom by a fudden tempeft is thy fail, 
Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when fome writer in a publick caufe 
His pen to fave a finking nation draws, 
While all is calm his arguments prevail ; 
The people's voice expands his paper fail ; 
'Till pow'r difcharging all her ftormy 

bags 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation fcar'd, the author doom'd to 

death, / 

Who fondly put bis trufr, in pop'lar breath* 

A larger facrifice in vain you vow ; 
?. There's not a pow'r above will help you 

now: 
A nation thus, who oft heav'n's call 

neglects, 
In vain from injur'd heav'n relief expects; 

'Twill not avail, when thy firong fides 
are broke, 
That thy defcent is from the britijh oak j 

6. Nan tibi funt inttgra lintta. 

5. Ntn Dii., quos ittrum prtjpi vtcn maht 
. £>uamvis fontica finks, 
ijhm filia nebilis. 

H Or, 
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Or, when your name and family you boaft, 

From fleets triumphant o'er the gallic 
coaft. 

Such was Iernes claim, as juft as thine, 

Her fons defcended from the Britijb line; 

Her matchlds ions, whdfe valour (till 
remains 

Onfrencb records for twenty long cam- 
paigns: 

Yet, from an emprefs now a captive 
grown, 

She fev'd Britannia* rights, and loft her 
own- - 

9. In (hips decay M no mariner confides, 
LurM by the gilded ftern and painted 

fides; 
Yet at a ball unthinking fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birth-day 

night: 
They on the gold brocades and lattins 

ravd, 
And quite forgot their country was en- 

flavU 

9. UUfliSu timbu mniu fftfhu. 
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i o. Dear veflel, ftill be to thy fteerage juft, 
Nor change thy courfe with ev'ry (lid- 
den guft : 
Like fupple patriots of the modern fort, 
Who turn with ev'ry gale that blows 
from court. 

■ 

ii. Weary and fea-fick when in thee 

conftn'd, 
Now for thy fafety cares diftrad my 

mind; 
As thofe, who long have flood the ftorms 

of ftate, 
Retirej yet ftill bemoan their country's 

fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the furges 

roar, 
Avoid the rocks on Britain s angry fhore. 
They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found ; 
For thee alone they lie the ifland round. 

10. Fi£t j tu, nifi vtntit 
Dtbts ludibrum, cavt. 

11. Nuper /elicit urn qua tnibi tedium. 
Nunc atfiitrium, curaqut ntm Uvit, 
btitrfufa nittntu 

ViUt *qu*ro Cjcladas. 
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On reading Dr. YOUNGV Satires called 
the Universal Paflion, by wkpch he means 
Pride. <r/-/^' ?:i< cf (:'*<•>» is. J — - 

Written in the Year 1786. 

T F there be truth in what you fing, 
"*Such god-like virtues in the king ; 
A minifter * fo fill'd with zeal 
And wifdom for the common-weal : 
If he +, who in the chair prefides, 
So fteadily the fenate guides : 
If others, whom you make your theme, 
Are feconds in this glorious icheme : 
If ev'ry peer, whom you commend, 
To worth and learning be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you atteft, 
"What land was ever half fo bleft ? 
No faUhood now among the great, 
And tradefmen now no longer cheat ; 
Now on the bench fair juftice mines; 
Her fcale to neither fide inclines : 
Now pride and cruelty are flown, 
And mercy here exalts her throne : 
For fuch is good example's power, 
It does its office ev'ry hour, 

• Sir R. WalfiUy late earl + Cmptn, the fpeaiw at 
of Orfari. that time. 

Where 
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Where governors are good, and wife ; 
Or elfe the trueft maxim lyes : 
For fo we find all ancient lages 
Decree, that ad exemplum regis, \ 
Through all the realm his virtues run, 
Rip'ning and kindling like the fun. 
If this be true, then how much more, 
When you have nam'd at leaft a fcore 
Of courtiers, each in their degree, 
If poffible, as good as he ? 

Or, take it in a diff'rent view. 
I afk, (if what you fay be true) 
If you affirm the prefent age, 
Deferves your fatires keeneft rage : 
If that lame umverfal pajfion 
With ev'ry vice hath fill'd the nation : 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A fingle ftep beneath the crown: 
If clergymen to fhew their wit 
Praife clajftcks more than holy writ : 
If bankrupts when they are undone, 
Into the fenate houfe can run ; 
And fell their votes at fuch a rate, 
As will retrieve a loft eftate : 
If law be fuch a partial whore 
To lpare the rich, and plague the poor : 

H 3 If 
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If thefe be of all crimes theworft, 
What land was ever half fo curft ? 

The DOG and THIEF. 

Written in the Year 1726. 

Q1JOTH the thief to the dog, let me 
into your door, 
And I'll give you thefe delicate 1>its. 
Quoth the dog, I fhall then be more vil- 
lain than you're, 
And befides, muft be out of my wits. 

Your delicate 'bits will not ferve me a meal, 
But my mafter each day gives me bread. 

You'll fly, when you get what you came 
here to Ileal, 
And I muft be hang'd in your ftead. 

The ftock-jobber thus from Change-Alley 

goes down, 
And tips you, the freeman, a wink ; 
Let me have but your vote tofervefor the 

town, 
And here is a guinea to drink. 

SaH 
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Said the freeman, your guinea to night 
would be fpenti 
Your offers of bribery ceafe ; 
1 II vote for my landlord, to whom I pay 
rent, 
Or elfe I may forfeit my leafe. 

From London tliey come GUy people to 
choufe, 
Their lands and their faces unknown. 
Who'd vote a rogue into the parliament" 
houfe, 
That would turn a man out of his own ? 

ADVICE to the GRUB-STREET 

Verfe-Writers. 

Written in the Year 1726. 

YE poets ragged and forlorn, 
Down from your garrets hafte ; 
Ye rhymers, dead as foon as born, 
Not yet confign'd to pafte, 

I know a trick to make you thrive ; 

O, 'tis a quaint device : 
Your ftill-born poems mall revive, 

And fcorn to wrap up fpice. 

H 4 Get 
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Get all your verfes printed fair, 
Then let them well be dry'd ; 

And Curl muft have a fpecial care 
To leave the margin wide. 

tend thefe to paper-fparing Pope ; 

And when he fits to write, 
No- letter with an envelope * 

Could give him more delight. 

When Pope has fill'd the margins round, 

Why then recall your loan ; 
Sell them to Curl for fifty pound, 

And fwear they are your own. 

On feeing Verfes written upon 
Windows in Inns. 

Written in the Year 1726. 

I. 

HP H E fage, who faid he fhould be proud 

■*• Of windows in his breaft, 
Becaufe he ne'er one thought allow'4 
That might not be confeft ; 

* A blank covert 

His 
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His window fcrawl'd by ev'ry rake, 
His breaft again would cover ; 

And fairly bid the devil take 
The diamond and the lover. 



II. 
ANOTHER. 



B 



Y Satan taught, all conj'rers know 
Your miftrefs in a glafs to fliow, 
And you can do as much : 

In this the devil and you agree : 
None e'er made verfes worfe than he, 
And thine I fwear are fuch. 



III. 
ANOTHER. 



TH AT love is the devil I'll prove when 
requir'd ; 
Thofe rhymers abundantly ,fhow it: 
They fwear that they all by love are inipir'd, 
And the devil's a damnable poet. 



IV. ANO- 



io6 A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

IV. 
ANOTHER. 

TH E church and clergy here, no doubt, 
Are very near a-kin ; 
Both weather- beaten are without ; 
And empty both within. 

i 

A 

PASTORAL DIALOGUE 

; IKTfl EN 

Richmond-Lodge and Marble-Hill, 

Written June 1727, juft after the news of the 
late king's death, to which time this note muft 
alfo be referred. 

T) ICHMOND-LODGE is a houfe with 

■*- ^ aftnall park belonging to the crown ; 
it was tifimHj granted, by the crevm for a 
leafe ofjreats ; the duke »f Ormond was the 
lajl who had it. After his exile it was given 
to the prince of Wales by the king. The prince 
and frincefstfualfypajfed their fammer there. 
It is within a mile of Richmond. 

MARBLE- 
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MARBLE-HILL is a houfe built by Mrs. 
Howtfrd, then of the ied- chamber ', nowcoun- 
tefs of Suffolk, and groom of the fiole to the 
queen. It is on the Middlefex fide near 
Twickenham, where Mr. F 'ope lives , and 
about two 'miles from Richmond-ledge. Mr. 
Pope was the contriver of the gardens, lord 
Herbert the architect, and the dean of St. 
Patrick' j thief butler, and keeper of the ice- 
houfe. Upon king George's death thefe two 
houfes 'met, and -had the follomi'tg dialogue. 

*T N ffight of Pope, in fpight of Gay, 
■*- And all that he or they can Iky ; 
Sing on I muft, and fing I will 
Of Richmond-lodge, and Marble-hill. 

Laft Friday night, as neighbours ufe, 
This-couple met to talk of news : 
For by old proverbs it appears, 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

Quoth Marble^hill, right well I ween, 
Your miftrefs now is grown a queen : 

• Tins fotm was carried tt court, and rtad to tbt king and 
futn. 

You'll 
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You'll find it fbon by woeful proof, 
She'll come no more beneath your roof* 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

The kingly prophet well evinces, 
That we fhould put no truft in princes : 
My royal mafter promis'd me 
To raife me to a high degree ; 
But now he's grown a king, God wot, 
. I fear I fhall be foon forgot. 
You fee, when folks have got their ends, 
How quickly they neglect their friends ; 
Yet I may fay, 'twixt me and you,, 
Pray God they now may find as true. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

My houfe was built but for a fhow, 
My lady's empty pockets know ; 
And now me will not have a milling 
To raife the flairs, or build the cieling ; 
■For all the courtly madams round 
Now pay four millings in the pound : 
'Tis come to what I always thought : 
My dame is hardly worth a groat. 
Had you and I been courtiers born, 
We mould not thus have lain forlorn : 

For 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 109 

For thofe we dext'rous courtiers call, 
Can rife upon their matter's fall. 
But we unlucky and unwife 
Muft fall becaufc our matters rife. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

My matter fcarce a fortnight fince 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince ; 
But now it will be no fuch thing, 
For he'll be poor as any hing : 
And by his crown will nothing get ; 
But like a king to run in debt. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

No more the dean, that grave divine, 
Shall keep the key of my no— wine 5 
My ice houfe rob, as heretofore, 
And tteal my artichoaks no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be feen 
Bedraggled in my walks fo green : 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope; 
And here no more will dangle Pope, 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

Here wont the dean, when he's to leek, 
To fpunge a breakfatt once a week ; 

To 
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To cry the bread was ftale, and mutter 
Complaints againft the royal butter. 
But now I fear it will be faid, 
No butter flicks upon his bread. 
We foon mall find him full of fpleen, 
For want of tattling to the queen ; 
Stunning her royal ears with talking ; 
His revrence and her highnefs walking : 
Whilft * lady Charlotte, like a ftroller, 
Sits mounted on the garden roller. 
A goodly fight to fee her ride 
With ancient f Mirmont at her fide. 
In velvet cap his head lies warm ; 
His hat for mow beneath his arm. 

MARBLE-HILL. 
Some fouth-fea broker from the city 
Will purchafe me, the more's the pity ; 
Lay all my fine plantations wafte 
To fit them to his vulgar tafte ; 
Chang'd for the worfe in ev'ry part, 
My matter Pope will break his heart 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

In my own Thames may I be drownded, 
If e'er I ftoop beneath a crown'd head : 

* Lady Charlotte deRoufljr, + Marquis de Mirmont, « 
« French kdj. freach man •/>*«%. 

Except 
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Except her inajefty prevails ' 
To pace me with the prince of Wala% 
And then I (hall be free from fears, 
For he'll be prince thefe fifty years. 
I then will turn a courtier too, 
And ferve the times, as others do. 
Plain loyalty, not briBt on hope, 
I leave to your contriver, Pope: 
None loves his king and country better, 
Yet none was ever !e£s their debtor. 

MARBLE-HILL, 

Then let him come and take a nap 
\vifummer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer our villas, where the 'Thames is, 
To Kenjington, or hot St. "James s ; 
Nor (hall I dull in filence fit ; 
For 'tis to me he owes his wit ; 
My groves, my echoes, and my birds, 
Have taught him his poetick words. 
We gardens, and you wikkrnefies, 
Aflift all poets in diftreffes. 
Him twice a week I here exped, 
To rattle * Moody for neglect, ; 
An idle rogue, who fpends his quartridge 
In tipling at the dog 2ti!& partridge \ 

* The gardener. 



U2 DESIRE AND POSSESSION. 

And I can hardly get him down 
Three times a week to brufh my gowfi, 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

I pity you, dear Marble-hill; 
But hope to fee you flourish ftill. 
All happinefs and fo adieu. 

MARBLE-HILL. 
Kind Richmond-lodge* the lame to you. 

DESIRE and POSSESSION. 

Written in the Year 1727. 

,r TPlS ftrange, what difFrent thought* 

*- infpire 

In men, Pojfejfion and Defire ! 
Think what they wifh fo great a bleffing ; 
So duappointed when pofleffing \ 

A moralift profoundly fage, 
I know not in what book or page, 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale, 
Related thus the following tale. 

Pojfejfion and Defire, his brother, 
But mil at variance with each other, 

Woe 



DESIRE AND POSSESSION. 113 

Were feen contending in a race; . 
And kept at firft an equal pace: 
'Tislaid, their Courfe continued long; 
For this was a&ive, that was ftrong: 
Till envy, flander, (loth, and doubt, 
Milled them many a league about. 
Seduc'd by fome deceiving light, 
They take the wrong way for the right: 
Through flipp'ry by-roads dark and <leep 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Dejire^ the fwifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning flew: 
Till entring on a broad highway, 
Where power and titles fcatter'd lay, 
He ftrove to pick up all he found, 
And by excurfions loft his ground: 
No fooner got, than with difdain 
He threw them on the ground again; 
And halted forward to purfue 
Frefli objects fairer to his view ; 
In hope to fpring fbme nobler game; 
But aU he took was juft the fame : 
Too fcornful now to ftop his pace, 
He fpurn'd them in his rivals face. 

Pojfejion kept the beaten road ; 
And gather'd all his brother ftrow'd; 

I But 
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But overcharg'd, and out of wind, 
Though ftrong in limbs, he lagg'd behind. 

Defire, had now the goal in fight: 
It was a tow'r of monftrous height ; 
Where on the fummit fortune ftands, 
A crown and fcepter in her hands ; 
Beneath a chafm as deep as hell, 
Where many a bold advent'rer fell. 
Defire, in rapture gaz'd a while, 
And faw the treach'rous goddels fmile ; 
But as he climb'd to grafp the crown, 
She knock'd him with the fceptre down. 
He tumbled in the gulph profound ; 
There doom'd to whirl an endlefs round. 

Pojfejpons load was grown fo great, 
He funk, beneath the cumb'rous weight: 
And as he now expiring lay, 
Flocks ev'ry ominous bird of prey ; 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 
At once upon his carcafe light, 
And ftrip his hide, and pick his bones, 
Regardlefs of his dying groans. 



On 



On CENSURE.* 

Written in the Year 1727. 

YE wife, inftrud me to endure 
An evil, which admits no cure : 
Or, how this evil can be bom, 
Which breeds at once both hate and fcorn. 
Bare innocence is no fupport, 
When you are try'd in fcandaFs court. 
Stand high in honour, wealth or wit ; 
All others who inferior fit, 
Conceive themfelves in conference bound 
To join and drag you to the ground. 
Your altitude offends the eyes 
Of thofe, who want the pow'r to rife. 
The world a willing ftander-by, 
Inclines to aid a fpecious lye : 
Alas, they would not do you wrong, 
But all appearances are ftrong. 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detracting people fay; 
For let mankind difcharge their tongues 
In venom, till they burft their lungs, 
Their utmoft malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake: 

I a Not 
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Nor fpoil your fliape, diftort your face, 
Or put one feature out of place ; 
Nor will you find your fortune fink 
By what they fpeak, or what they think ; 
Nor can ten hundred thoufand lyes 
Make you lefs virtuous, learn d, or wife. 

The moft effectual way to baulk 
Their malice, is to let them talk. 

*The Furniture of a Woman ;M I ND. 
Written in the Year 1727. 

A Set of phrafes learnt by rote ; 
A pailion for a fcarlet-coat; 
When at a play to laugh, or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reafon why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute, 
While all fhe prates has nothing in it ; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 
And take his nonfenfe all for witj 
Her learning mounts to read a fong, 
But half the words pronouncing wrong ; 
Hath ev*ry repartee in '(tore, 
Shefpoke ten thoufand times before; 

Can 
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Can ready compliments fupply 

On all occasions, cut and dry ; 

Such hatred to a parfon's gown, 

The fight will put her in a fwoon ; 

For converfation well endu'd, 

She calls it witty to be rude ; 

And placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greateft failing; 
Nor makes a fcruple to expofe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked noie; 
Cm at her morning tea run o'er 
The Icandal of the day before; 
Improving hourly in her fkill, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 

In chufing lace a critic nice, 
Knows to a groat the loweft price; 
Can in her female clubs difpute, 
What linen beft the filk will fuit, 
What colours each complexion match, 
And where with art to place a patch. - 

If chance a moufe creeps in her fight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; . 
So fweetly fcreams, if it comes near her, 
She ravifhes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dext'roufly her hufband teafe, 
By taking fits whene'er fhe pleafe; 

1 3 B r 
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By frequent practice learns the trick 

At proper fealbns to be fick; 

Thinks nothing gives one airs fo pretty, 

At once creating love and pity ; 

If Molly happens to be carelefs, 

And but neglects to warm her hair-lace, 

She gets a cold as fure as death, 

And vows (he fcarce can fetch her breath ; 

Admires how modeft women can 

Be fo robuftiouS) like a man. 

In party, furious to herpow'r; 
A bitter whig, or tory fow'r ; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Againft the fide fhe would defend ; 
Will prove herfelfatory plain, 
From principles the whigs maintain; 
And to defend the whiggifh caufe 
Her topicks from the tories draws. 

O yes ! * if any man can find 
More virtues in a woman's mind, 
Let them be fent to Mrs. + Harding ; 
She'll pay the charges to a farthing : 
Take notice, fhe has my commiflion 
To add them in the next edition ; 
They may out-fell a better thing : 
So, holla boys; God fave the king. 

* O ytt: a corruption of tyez t hear ye, a word ufal bjr 
ojen. f A printer. Ckver 
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Clever TOM CLINCH going to be 
hanged. 

Written in the Year 1727. 

AS clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble 
was bawling, 
Rode ftately through Holbourn to die in 

his calling, 
He ftopt at the George for a bottle of fack, 
And promis'd to pay for it when he came 

back 
His waiftcoat and (lockings, and breeches 

• were white; 
His cap had a new cherry ribbon to tye't. 
The maids to the doors and the balconies 

ran, 
And faid, lack-a-day ! he's a proper young 

man. 
But as from the windows the ladies he fpy'd, 
Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on 

each fide; 
And when his laft fpeech the loud hawkers 

did cry, 
He fwore from his cart, it was all a damn'd 

lye. 

1 4 tv* 
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The hangman for pardon fell down on his 

knee; 
7om gave him a kick in the guts for his fee: 
Then faid, I muft fpeak to the people a little, 
But 1*11 fee you all damn'd before I will 

* whittle. 
My honefl friend f Wild may he long hold 

his place, 
He lengthen d my life with a whole year of 

grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not 

afraid, 
Nor flip this occafion to follow your trade; 
My confeience is clear, and my fpirits are 

calm, 
And thus I go off without prayV-book or 

pfalm ; 
Then follow the practice of clever 7cm 

Clinch^ 
Who hung like a hero, and never would 

flinch. 



* A cant word for con- under Keeper ofNixvgat*, who 
fltff nglt the gallows. was banged for rewiring tlolen 

f The noted thicf-catchcr, goods. 
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On cutting down the old THORN at 
MARKET-HILL.* 

Written in the Year 1727. 

AT Market-hill^ as well appears 
By chronicle of ancient date, 
There flood for many a hundred years 
A fpacious thorn before the gate. 

Hither came ev'ry village-maid, 

And on the boughs her garland hung, 

And here, beneath the fpreading {hade, 
Secure from fatyrs fat and fung. 

-f- Sir Archibald that val'rous knight, 
Then lord of all the fruitful plain, 

Would come to liflen with delight, 
For he was fond of rural ftrain. 

(Sir Archibald, whofe fav'rite name 
Shall ftand for ages on record, 

Byjcottijb bards of higheft fame, 
X Wife Hawthornden and Sterling's lord.) 

* A village near the feat of t Drwnmond of Howtbtrn- 

Sir Arthur Acbtfm, where the den y and Sit William Alexander 

dean (bmetimes made a long curl of Sterling, who were both 

vifit. friends to Sir Archibald, and 

t Sir Archibald Achefin y fe- fiUModl for their poetry, 
cretary of fiate for Satimd, 

But 
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But time with iron teeth I ween, 
Has canker 'd all its branches round ; 

No fruit or bloffom to be feen, 

Its head reclining tow'rds the ground. 

This aged, fickly, faplefs thorn, 
Which muft alas no longer ftand, 

Behold the cruel dean in fcorn 
Cuts down with facrilegious hand. 

Dame nature, when fhe faw the blow, 
Aftonifh'd gave a dreadful fhriek ; 

And mother Tellus trembled fo, 
She fcarce recover'd in a week. 

The Silvan pow'rs with fear perplex'd, 
In prudence and companion lent 

(For none could tell whole turn was next) 
Sad omens of the dire event. 

The magpye, lighting on the flock, 
Stood chatt'ring with inceflant din ; 

And with her beak gave many a knock 
To rouze and warn the nymph within. 

The owl forefaw, in peniive mood, 

The ruin of her antient feat j 
And fled in hafte with all her brood 

To feek a more fecure retreat. 

Laft 
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Laft trotted forth the gentle fwine, 
To eafe her itch againft the flump, 

And difmally was heard to whine, 
All as (he fcrubb'd her meazly rump. 

The nymph, who dwells in ev'ry tree, 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

Condemn'd by fate's fupreme decree, 
Muft die with her expiring plant. 

Thus when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care, 

Receiv'd its laft and deadly wound, 
She fled and vanifh'd into air. 

But from the root a difmal groan 

Firft ifTuing ftruck the murd'rer's ears ; 

And in a fhrill revengeful tone 

This prophecy he trembling hears. 

Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
fi Relentlefs dean, to mifchief born ; 
My kindred oft' thine hide fhall gall, 
(i Thy gown and caffock. oft be torn. 



« 



«c 



« 



And thy confederate dame, who brags 
" That fhe condemn'd me to the fire, 
" Shall rent her petticoats to rags, 

'* And wound her legs with ev'ry bri'r. 

" Nor 



124 MARKET-HILL THORN. 

" Nor thou, lord * Arthur y (halt efcape : 
" To thee I often call'd in vain, 

" Againft that affaflin in crape ; 

" Yet thou could'ft tamely fee me flain. 

<c Nor when I felt the dreadful blow, 
" Or chid the dean, or pinch'd thy 
" fpoufe; 

" Since you could fee me treated fb, 
" (An old retainer to your houfe,) 

<c May that fell dean, by whofe command 
" Was form'd this Machiavillian plot, 

" Not leave a thiftle on thy land ; 

" Then who will own thee for a Scot f 

** Pigs and fanatics, cows and teagues 
** Through all thy empire I forefee, 

'* To tear thy hedges join in leagues ; 
" Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. 

" And thou the wretch ordain'd by fate, 
" Neal Gagahan, hibernian clown, 

" With hatchet blunter than thy pate 
<l To hack my hollow'd timber down, 

* Sir Arthur 4tbtfm% 

" When 
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a When thou, fufpended high in air, 
" Dy'ft on a more ignoble tree, 

" (For thou malt fteal thy landlord's inane) 
" Then bloody caitif think on nie. 

On the five Ladies at * Sot's-Hole, with 
the DoSior f at their Head, 

N, B. The Ladies treated the Do&or. 

Sent as from an Officer in the Army. 
Written in the Year 1728. 

' "p AIR ladies, number five, 
•*• Who in your merry freaks 
With litde Tom contrive 
To feaft on ale and fteaks. 

While he fits by a grinning, 
To fee you fafe in Sot's- hole, 

Set up with grealy linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole. 



* An afcboufe in Dublin fa- + Dr. Thomas Sheridan. 
mom for beef fteaks. 



Ah&l 
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Alas I I never thought, 

A prieft would pleafe your palate ; 
Befides Til hold a groat, 

He'll put you in a ballad ; 

Where I mall fee your faces 

On paper daub'd fo foul, 
They'll be no more like graces, 

Than Venus like an owl \ 

And we (hall take you rather 

. To be a midnight pack 
Of witches met together 
With Belzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe 

To think, fuch ladies fine 
Should be redue'd fb low 

To treat a dull divine. 

Be by a parfon cheated ! 

Had you been cunning (lagers. 
You might your felves be treated 

By captains and by majors. 

See how corruption grows, 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 
Inftead of powder'd beaus, 

From pulpits chufe gallants. 

If 
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If we who wear our wigs 

With fan-tail and with fnake, 
Are bubbled thus by prigs j 

Z ds, who wou'd be a rake? 

Had I a heart to fight \ 

I'd knock the do&br down ; ' 

Or could I read or write, 

I'gad I'd wear a gown. 

Then leave him to his birch *, 

And at the rofe on Sunday -, 
The parfon fafe at church, 

I'll treat you with burgundy. 

On burning a Dull POEM. 
Written in the Year 1729. 

AN afs's hoof alone can hold 
Thatpois'nous juice, which kills by 
cold. 
Methought, when I this poem read, 
No veffel but an afs's head 
Such frigid fuftian could contain ; 
I mean the head without the brain. 

• Hekcptafchool. 
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The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts 
Went down like ftupifying draughts : 
I found my head began to fwim, 
A numbnefs crept thro* ev'ry limb. 
In hafte with imprecations dire, 
I threw the volume in the fire : 
When who could think, tho' cold as ice, 
It burnt to afhes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame ? 
Tho' born in {how, it dy'd in flame. 



ALI- 
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A 

LI BE L 

O N 

The Reverend Dr. DEL A NY, 

And His Excellency 

JOHN Lord CARTERET. 

To Dr. Delany, occafioned by his Epijile to 
his Excellency John Lord Carteret. ^ 

Written in the Year 1729. 

DELUDED mortals, whom the great 
Chufe for companions tete ci tete\ 
Who at their dinners, enfamille> 
Get leave to fit whene'er you will ; 
Then boafting tell us where you din'd, 
And, how his lordjhip was fo kind ; 
How many pleafant things he fpoke, 
And, how you laugh 'd at ev'ry joke: 
Swear he's a moft facetious man ; 
That you and he are cup and cann : 
You travel with a heavy load, 
And quite miftake preferment's road. 

K Suppofe 
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Suppofe my lord and you alone, 
Hint the leaft int'reft of your own ; 
His vifagc drops, he knits his brow, 
He cannot talk of bus'nefs now : 
Or mention but a vacant pojt, 
He'll turn it off with, name your toajl. 
Nor could the niceft artift paint 
A countenance with more conftraint. 

For, as their appetites to quench 
Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench \ 
$o men of wit are but a kind 
Of pandars to a vicious mind ; 
Who proper obje&s muft provide 
To gratify their luft of pride, 
When weary'd with intrigues of ftate, 
They find an idle hour to prate. 
Then (hall you dare to afk a place, 
You forfeit all your patrons grace, 
And diiappoint the fole defign, 
For which he fummon'd you to dine* 

Thus Congreve (pent in writing plays, 
And one poor office, half his days : 
While Montague, * who claim'd the ftatk* 
To be Meccenas of the nation, 

• Vu\ of Halifax. 

Fa 
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For poets open table kept, 
But ne'er confider'd where they flept : 
Himfelf, as rich as fifty Jewsy 
Was ealy, though they wanted fhoes ; 
And crazy Congreve fcarce cou'd fpare 
A (hilling to dilcharge his chair : 
'Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paans fire to party zeal ; 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his latter fcene, 
Took proper principles to thrive ; 
And fo might ev'ry dunce alive. 

Thus Steel, who own'd what others writ, 
And rlourifh'd by imputed wit, 
From perils of a hundred jayls 
Withdrew to ftarve, and die in Wales, 

Thus Gay, the % Hare with many friends, 
Twice fev'n long years the court attends : 
Who under tales conveying truth, 
To virtue form'd a princely § youth : 
Who paid his courtfhip with the croud 
As far as modeft pride allow'd; 

1 See hi< table*, duke of CumbtrUmd, Second 

. \ Hit topi biffaachfPiitigm (on of Gtarge IL 

K 2 **xf&x 
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Rejects a fervile ujbers place, 
And leaves St. James's in difgrace 



* 



Thus Addifon by lords careft 
Was left in foreign lands diftreft ; 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A trav'ling tutor to a 'Jquire : 
But wifely left the mufes hill, 
To bus'nefs fhap'd the poet's quill, 
Let all his barren lawrels fade, 
Took up himfelf the courtier s trade, 
And grown a minifter offtate y 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope ! whofe gen'rous mind 
Detefting all the ftatefman kind, 
Contemning courts, at courts unfeen, 
Refus'd the vifits of a queen. 
A foul with ev'ry virtue fraught, 
By/ages, priejls, or poets taught ; 
Whofe filial piety excels 
Whatever grccian ftory tells ; 
A genius for all ftations fit, 
Whofe meaneft talent is his wit ; 

* For Tome account of this, XXVI. See alfo verfet to Mr. 
fee Petes works publiflvd by Gay in the fubfequcnt part of 
Mr. Jrarburtm, Vol. II. Letter this volume. 

His 
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His heart too great, though fortune little, 
To lick a rafcal Jlaiefman s fpittle ; 
Appealing to the nation's tafte, 
Above the reach of want is plac'd : 
By Homer dead was taught to thrive, 
Which Homer never could alive ; 
And fits aloft on Pindus head, 
DefpiimgJIaves that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 
For folid work, but not for play ; 
Nor ever chufe to work with tools 
Forg'd up in colleges oxAfchools. 
Confider how much more is due 
To all their journey-men, than you : 
At table you can Horace quote; 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote : 
You fhew your flcill in grecian ftory } 
But they can manage whig and tory : 
You, as a critic, are fo curious 
To find a verfe in Virgil fpurious ; 
But they can fmoke the deep defigns, 
When Bolingbroh with Pultney dines. 

Befidesj your patron may upbraid ye, 
That you have got sl place already j 

. ■ > K 3 An 
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An office for your talents fit, 

To flatter, carve, and (hew your wit ; 

To {huff the lights and ftir the fire, 

And get a dinner for your hire. 

What claim have you to place or penfion f 

He overpays in condefcenfion. 

But rev'rend doElor, you we know . 
Could 'never condefcend fo low ; 
The vice-roy i whom you now attend, 
Wou'd, if he durft, be more your friend ; 
Nor xvillmjou thofe gifts defpife, 
By which himfelf was taught to rue : 
When he has virtue to retire, 
He'll grieve he did not raife you higher^ 
And place you in a better ftation, 
Although it might have pleas'd the nation. 

This may be true— robmitting ftill 
To Walpoles more than royal will ; 
And what condition can be worfe ? 
He comet to drain ^beggar sfurfe\ 
He comes to tie our chains on fairer, 
And fhew us, England h our mailer: 
CafefHng knaves, and dunces wooing, 
To make thsm work theif own. undoing.. 

. ; : What 
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What has he elfe to bait his traps, 
Or bring his vermine in, but fcraps t 
The offals of a church diftreft ; 
A hungry vicarage at beft ; 
Or fome remote inferior pofi 
With forty pounds a year at moft. 

But here again you interpofe 5 
Your favourite lord is none of thofe, 
Who owe their virtues to their ftations, 
And characters to dedications : 
For keep him in, or turn him out, 
His learning none will call in doubt ; 
His learnings though 3. poet feid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
Although to prahe it Phillips writ. 
I own he hates an adion bafe, 
His virtues battling with his place \ 
Nor wants a nice difcerning lpirit 
Betwixt a true and fpurious merit ; 
Can fometimes drop a voter s claim, 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the raoft, that friendjbip can; 
I hate the vice-roy> love the man. 

But you who, till your fortune's made, 
Muft be zjweefner by your trade, 

K4 Shou'd 
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Shou'd fwear he never meant us ill ; 
We fuffer fore againft his will ; 
That if we could but fee his heart, 
He would have chofe a milder part : 
We rather mould lament his cafe, 
Who muft obey or lofe his place. 

Since this reflection flipt your pen, 
Infe; t it when you write again : 
And, to illuftrate it, produce 
This Jimile for his excufe ; 






" So to deftroy a guilty land 
An * angel fent by heavris command, 
Wliile he obeys almighty will, 
Perhaps may feel compajfton ftill ; 
And wifh the tafk had been affign'd 
To Jpirits of lefs gentle kind. 



But I in politicks grown old, 
Whofe thoughts are of a difFrent mould, 
Who from my foul fincerely hate 

Both k s and miniftersoijlate, 

Who look on courts with ftridter eyes 
To fee the feeds of vice arife, 

* So when an angel by divine command. 

Addison'* Caopagn. 

:. ': " Can 
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Can lend you an allufion fitter, 
Though^// 'ring knaves may call it bitter; 
Which, if you durft but give it place, 
Would mew you many a Ji ate/man 's face: 
Frefli from the tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow : 
(Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I here except bis excellence.) 



u 
u 
« 



" So to effe& his Monarch's ends, 
From hell a vice-roy. devil afcends 5 
His budget with corruptions cramm'd, 
The contributions of the dattirid; 

" Which with unlparirig hand he ftrows 

" Through courts and fenates as he goes ; 

" And then at BelzebuUs black hall, ; 

" Complains his budget was too fmall. 

Your Jimile may better fhine 
In verfe ; but there is truth in mine* 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than Gods and It-— s : 
And ft at ef men by ten thoufand odds 
Are angels juft as k— s are gods. 



TO 



13* 

TO 

Janus, on NEW-YEAR's-DAY. 
Written in the Year 1729. 

TW O-faced Janus, goil of time ! 
Be my Phoebus while I rhyme ; 
To oblige your crony Swiff, 
Bring our dame a new-year's-gift : 
She has got but half a face ; 
Jcfftuiy iince thou haft a brace, 
To my lady once be kind ; 
Giye her half thy face behind. 

God of time, if you be wife. 
Look not with your future eyes : 
What imports thy forward fight ? 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. 
Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor ifle's* approaching ruin, 
When, thy retrofpeclion vaft 
Sees the glorious ages paft? . 

Happy nation ! were we blind, 
Or had only eyes behind. 

» Inland. 

Drov 
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Drown your morals, madam crys, 
1*11 have none but forward eyes ; 
Prudes decay 'd about may tack, 
Strain their necks with looking back ; 
Give me time, when coming on: 
Who regards him when he's gone ? 
By the dean though gravely told; 
New years help to make me old-; 
Yet I £nd a new year's lace • 
Burntfhes an old year's face: 
Give mevelvet and quadrille, 
I'll have youth and beauty (till. 

DRAPIER's Hit L.* 
Written in the Year 1729. 

WE give the world to underftand, 
Our thriving dean has purchased 
land; 
A purchafe, which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year; 
Provided, to improve the ground 
He will but add two hundred pound, 

* The dean gave this name that and Marltt-hM, and in- 
to a farm called DrumUuk, tended to build an houfe upon 
which he took of Sir Jrtlmr it, but afterwards changed hi* 
<6ty««,wbofcfcatb7 Between mind. 
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And from his. endlefs jioarded ftore 
To build a houfe five hundred more. 
Sir Arthufjtoo fliall have his will, 
And call; the manfion. Drapiers hill : 
That when a nation, long enflav'd, 
Forgets. by whom it once was favM; 
When none the Dr apie&'s praife fliall ling; 
His figns aloft no longer fwing; 
His medals and his print? forgotten, ■ 
And all his * handkerchiefs are rotten ; 
His famous I^ETTERsmade wafte paper; 
This hill may. Jteep the name of Drapierc 
In Ipight of envy flourifh ftill, 
And Prapier's vie with Qooper'sIuIL 



* Medals were. caft, many honour of the author, under 

figns hung up, and handker- the name of M. B. Drafitr. 
chiefs made with devices, in 

» • • 
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7he Grand Queftion debated. 

WHETHER 

Hamilton's * Bawn Jhould he turned into a 
Barrack or a Malt-Houfe. 

Written in the Year 1729. 

THUS fpoke to my lady the knight J full 
of Care, 
Let me have your advice in a weighty 

affair. 
This + Hamilton's bawn y whilft it flicks 

on my hand, 
I lofe by the houfe what I get by the 

. land; 
But how to difpofe of it to the beft bid- 
der, 
For a § barrack or tnalt-houfe y we now muft 
confider. 



* A Bawn was a place near f A large old houfe, two 

the houfe, inclofed with mud miles from Sir Arthur Achefiris 

or ftone walls to keep the feat. 

cattle from being ftolen in the § The army in Inland a 

night. They are now little lodged in ftrong buildings over 

ufed. the whole kingdom, called 

% Sir Arthur Acbtfin, at Barracks 
Whofc feat it was written. 
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Firft, let me fuppofe I make it a Malt- 
boufe, 

Here I have computed the profit will fall 
t'us; 

There's nine hundred pounds for labour and 
grain, 

I increafe it to twelve, fb three hundred re- 
main; 

A handfome addition for wine and good 
chear, 

Three difhes a day, and three hogsheads a 
year; 

With a dozen large veflels my vault (hall 
be ftor'd j 

No littlefcrub jointmallcomeonmy board: 

And you and the dean no more fhall com- 
bine 

To ftint me at night to one bottle of wine: 

Nor fhall I, for his humour, permit you to 
purloin 

A ftone and a quarter of beef from my fir- 
loin 

If I make it a barrack, the crown is my 
tenant; 

My dear, I haveponder'd again and again 
on't: 

In 
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In poundage and drawbacks I lofe half my 

rent, 
Whatever they give me I muft be content, 
Or join with the court in ev'iy debate; 
And rather than that I would lofe my 

eftate. 

Thus ended the night: thus began his 

meek wife; 
It mufty and it Jhali 'be a barrack^ my life. 
Tm grown a meer mopus; no company 

comes, 
But a rabble of tenants, and rufty dull 

* Rums. 
With parfons what lady can keep herfelf 

dean? 
Fm all over dawb'd when I fit by the dean. 
But if you will give us a barrack^ my dear, 
The captain^ I'm fure, will always come 

here; 
I then mall hot value his deanfhip a ftraw, 
For the captain^ I warrant, will keep him 

in awe; 
Or mould he pretend to be bride and alert, 
Will tell him that chaplains mould not be 

fbpert; 

* A cant word in IttUmi for a poor country clergyman. 
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That men of his coat £hould be minding 

their pray'rs, 
And not among ladies to give themfelves 



Thusargu'd my lady, but argu'd in vain; 
The knight his opinion refolv'd to maintain. 

But f Hannah, who liften'd to all that 

was pad, 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tafte, 
As foon as her ladyihip call'd to be dreft, 
Cry'd madam, why furely my matter's pof- 

feft, 
Sir Arthur the malfter! how fine it will 

found! 
Fd rather the bawn were funk under ground. 
But madam, I guefs'd there wou'd never 

come good, 
When I faw him fo often with * Darby and 

Wood. 
And now my dream's out; for I was a- 

dream'd 
That I faw a huge rat, O dear, how I 

fcream'd! 

+ My lady's waiting- wo- • Two of Sir Arthm't ata- 
man, nagen. 

And 
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And after, methought, I had loft my new 

{hoes; 
And Molly ) /he faid, I fhould hear fome ill 

news. 

Dear madam, had you but the (pirit to 
teaze, 
You might have a barrack whenever you 

pleafe: 
And madam, I always believ'd you fo flout, 
That for twenty denials you would not 

give out. 
If I had a hufband like him, I purtefl y 
'Till he gave me my will, I wou'd give 

him no reft ; 
And rather than come in the fame pair of 

(heets 
With fuch a crofs man, I wou'd lie in the 

ftreets : 
But, madam, Ibegyou contrive and invent, 
And worry him out, 'till he gives his con- 
fent. 

Dear madam, whene'er of a Barrack I 
think, 
An I were to be hang'd I can't fleep a 
wink: 

L For 
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For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
I can't get it out, tho' I'd never fo fain. 
I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is ar- 

riv'd ; 
Of this to be fure Sir Arthur has warning, 
And waits on the captain betimes the next 

morning. 

Now fee when they meet how their 

honours behave ; 
Noble captain your fervant Sir Arthur 

your flave ; 
You honour me much the honour is 

mine, 

'Twas a (ad rainy night — but the morning 

is fine 

Pray how does my lady ? — my wife's at your 

fervice 

I think I have feen her pi&ure by yervis.'—— 
Good-morrow, good captain, — I'll wait on 

you down 

You fha'n't ftir a foot — you'll think me a 

clown 

For all the world, captain, not half ail inch 

farther 

You ciuft be obey'd your fervant, Sir 

Arthur \ V*^ 
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My humble refpe&s to my lady unknown, — 
I hope you will u(e my houfe as your own. 

" Go bring me my fmock, and leave off 

<l your prate, 
" Thou haft certainly gotten a cup in thy 

" pate. 
Pray madam be quiet; what was it I 

faid ? 

You had like to have put it quite out of 

my head. 

Next day to be fure the captain will 
come 

At the head of his troops, with trumpet and 
drum: 

Now, madam, obferve how he marches in 
ftate: 

The man with the kettle-drum enters the 
gate : 

Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters fol- 
low, 

Tantara, iantara, while all the boys hol- 
low. 

See now comes the captain all dawb'd with 
gold lace: 

O law ! the iweef gentleman 1 lookin.\&&fe£& * 

L 2 ksA 
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And fee how he rides like a lord of the land, 
With the fine flaming fword that he holds 

in his hand ; 
And his horfe the dear creter, it prances 

and rears ; 
With ribbons in knots at its tail and its 

ears : 
At laft comes the troop, by the word of 

command, 
Drawn up in our court j when the captain 

cries, Stand. 
Your /adyjhip lifts up the fafh to be feen, 
(For fure I hzddizendyou out like a queen j) 
The captaifiy to fhew he is proud of the 

favour, 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up 

his beaver. 
(His beaver is cock'd ; pray madam, mark 

that, 
For a captain of horfc never takes off his 

hat; 
Becaufc he has never a hand that is idle; 
Fcr the right holds the fword, and the left 

holds the brible) 
Then flourimes thrice his fword in the air, 
As a complement due to a lady fo fair ; 

(How 
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(Howftremble to think of the blood it 
hath fpilt !) 

Then he low'rs down the point, and kiffes 
the hilt. 

Your lady/hip fmiles, and thus you begin ; 

Pray, captain, be pleas'd to alight and 
walk in: 

The captain falutes you with congee pro- 
found, 

And your ladyfiip curtfies half way to the 
ground. 

Kit, run to your mafter, and bid him 
come to us. 

I'm fure he'll be proud of the honour you 
do us ; 

And, captain, you'll do us the favour to 
(lay, 

And take a fhort dinner here with us to- 
day: 

You're heartily welcome : but as for good 
chear, 

You come in the very worft time of the 
year: 

If I had expected lb worthy a gueft ; 

Lord! madam! yourladyftupfureisinjeft; 

L 3 You 
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You banter me, madam, the kingdom mu ft 



grant 

•You officers, captain^ are fo complaifant. 

" Hift, huffy, I think I hear fome body 

coming 

No, madam ; 'tis only Sir Arthur a hum- 
ming. 

To fhorten my tale (for I hate a long 

ftory) 
The captain at dinner appears in his g-.ory ; 
The dean and the * doclor have humbled 

their pride, 
For the captains entreated to fit by your 

fide; 
And, becaufe he's their betters, you carve 

for him firft ; 
The parfons for envy are ready to burft : 
The fervants amaz'd are fcarce ever able 
To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the 

table ; 
And Molly and I have thruft in our nofe 
To peep at the captain in all his fine 

cloes : 

• Do&or Jennjy a clergyman in the neighbourhood. 

Dear 
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Dear madam, be fure he's a fine fpoken 



man, 



Do but hear on the clergy how glib his 

tongue ran ; 
" And, madam, fays he, if fuch dinners 

u you give, 
" You'll never want parfons as long as you 

" live; 
u Ine'er kncwaparjbn withoutagood nofe, 
" But the devil's as welcome wherever he 



u 



goes: 
" G — d---me, they bid us reform and re- 

" pent, 
" But, z— s, by their looks they never 

'* keep lent : 
" Mifter curate, for all your grave looks 

" I'm afraid 
" You caft a fheep's eye on her ladyfliip's 

" maid, 
** I wifh fhe wou'd lend you her pretty 

tl white hand 
<( In mftiding your caffock, and fmoothing 

" your band : 
" (For the dean was fo fhabby, and look'd 

" like a ninny, 
" That the captain fuppos'd he was curate 

** to Jenny.) 

L 4 " When 
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* c Whenever you fee a caflbck and gown, 
" A hundred to one but it covers a clown ; 
c< Obferve how a par/on comes into a room ; 
" G — d — me, he hobbles as bad as my 

" groom ; 
" Afcbo/ard, when juft from his college 

" broke loofe, 
" Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a goofe; 
4 * Your * Novcdsy and Bluiurcks, and Qmurs 

« and fluff, 
c< By G they don't fignify this pinch of 

« fnuff. 
" To give a young gentleman right educa- 

" tion, 
" The army's the only good (chool in the 

" nation ; 
" My fchool-mafter call'd me a dunce and 

" a fool, 
" But at cuffs I was always the cock of the 

<{ lchool ; 
" I never could take to my book for the 

" blood o'me, 
" And the puppy confefs'd he expecled no 

" good o'me. 



* Ovids, Plutarcbs, Homtrt. See Eflajr on Modern Edu- 
cation. 

« He 
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€l He caught me one morning coquetting 

" his wife, 
u But he maul'd me, I ne'er was fo maul'd 

" in my life : 
" So I took to the road, and what's very 

" odd, 
" The firft man I robb'd was a parfbn by 

" G— . 
" Now, madam, you'll think it a ftrange 

u thing to fay, 
" But the fight of a book makes me fick 

" to this day. 

Never fince I was born did I hear fo 

much wit, 
And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I 

fhou'd lplit. 
So then you look'd fcornful, and fiiift at 

the dean, 
As who fhou'd fay, ??ow y am I*Jkinny and 

lean? 
But he durfl not fo much as once open his 

lips, 
And the dottor was plaguily down in the 

hips. 

* Nick name* for my lady. 

Thus 
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Thus mercilefs Hannah ran on in he 

talk, 
Till (he heard the dean call, will your lady 

Jhip walk t 
Her lady/hip anfwers, Tmjufi coming dovin : 
Then turning to Hannah and forcing $ 

frown, 
Although it was plain in her heart {he wa 

glad, 
Cry'd, hufly, why fure the wench is gon« 

mad: 
How cou'd thefe chimeras get into you: 

brains ? 

Come hither, and take this old gown fo: 

your pains. 
But the dean, if this fecret fliou'd come t< 

his ears, 
Will never have done with his gibes and his 

jeers: 
For your life not a word of the matter, i 

charge ye : 
Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy 



A, 




An Excellent New BALLAD; or the true 
£nglifh Dean * to be bang d for a Rape. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

I. 

OU R brethren oi England, who love us 
fb dear, 
And in all they do for us fo kindly do 
mean, 
A bleiTing upon them ! have Tent us this year 
For the good of our church a true eng- 
lijh dean. 
A holier prieft ne'er was wrapt up in crape, 
The worftyou can fay, he committed a rape. 

II. 

In his journey to Dublin he lighted at 
Cbefier, 
And there he grew fond of another man's 
wife; 
Burft into her chamber, and wou'd have 
carefs'd her ; 
But fhe valu'd her honour much more 
than her life. 

* Smuhr'idgty dean of Fertus. 
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She buftled and ftruggled, and made her 

efcape 
To a room full of guefts, for fear of a rape. 

III. 

The dean he purfu'd to recover his game ; 

And now to attack her again he prepares : 

But the company flood in defence of the 

dame, 

They cudgel'd, andcuft him, and kick'd 

him down ftairs. 

His deanfhip was now in a damnable fcrape, 

And this was no time for committing a rape. 

IV. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, 
And orders the landlord to bring him a 
whore ; 

No fcruple came on him his gown to ex- 
pole, 
*Twas what all his life he had practis'd 
before. 

He had made himfelf drunk with the juice 
of the grape, 

And got a good claf>, but committed no 
rape. 

V. The 
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V. 

The dean and his landlord, a jolly comrade, 
Refolv'd for a fortnight to fwim in de- 
light; 
For why, they had both been brought up 
to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all 
night. 
His landlord was ready his deanihip to ape 
In ev'ry debauch, but committing a rape. 

VI. 

This protefiant zealot, this englijb divine, 
In church and in ftate was of principles 
found; 
Was truer than Steel to the hanvoer line, 
And griev'd that a tory mould live above 
ground. 
Shall a lubjecT: (o loyal be hang'd by the 

nape 
For no other crime, but committing a rape? 



VIL Bj 
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vn. 



By old popi/b canons, as wife men have 

penn'd 'em, 
Each prieft had a concubine, jure eecfefia ; 
"Who'd be dean of Femes, without a com- 

tnendam f 
And precedents we can produce, if it 

pleafe ye : 
Then why fhould the dean, when whores 

are fb cheap, 
Be put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 

VIII. 

If fortune fhould pleafe but to take fuch a 

crotchet, 
(To thee I apply, great Smedleys fuccef- 

for) 
To give thee lawn Jleeves, a mitre and rot- 

ehet y 
Whom wouldft thou referable ? I leave 

thee a guefler ; 
But I only behold theein*y&for/0»'f fhape, 
For fodomy hang'd, as thou for a rape. 



* A bilbop of WaterforJL, fent from England a hundred 
years ago. 

IX. Ah! 
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IX. 

Ah! doft thou not envy the brave coFnel 

Cbartres, 
Condemn'd for thy crime at threefcore 

and ten? 
To hang him all England would lend him 

their garters; 
"Yet he lives, and is ready to ravifh again. 
Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of ftrong 

tape, 
For thou haft not a groat to attone for a 

rape. 

X. 

The dean he was vex'd, that his whores were 

fo willing: 
He long'd for a girl, that would ftruggle 

and fquall ; 
He ravifli'd her fairly, and fev'd a good 

fhilling; 
But here was to pay the devil and all. 
His trouble and forrows now come in a 

heap, 
And hang'd he rauft be for committing a 

rape, 

XI. It 
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XI. 

If maidens are ravifh'd it is their own 
choice: 
Why are they Co wilful to ftruggle with 
men? 

If they would but lie quiet, and ftifle their 
voice, 
No devil nor dean could ravifh'em then. 

Nor would there be need of a ftrong hemp- 
en cape 

Ty'd round the dean's neck for commit- 
ing a rape. 

XII. 

Our church and our ftate dear England 
maintains, 
For which all true proteftant hearts fhould 
be glad; 
She fends us our bifhops and judges and 
deans; 
And better would give us, if better me 
had. 
But, lord, how the rabble will flare and will 

gape, 
When the good englijh dean is hang'd up 
for a rape! 
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"The LADY's Drejfmg-Room* 
Written in the Year 1730. 

FIVE hours, (and who can do it lefs in ?) 
By haughty Ccelia fpent in drefiipg ; 
The gpddefs from her chamber iffues, 
Array VI in lace, brocades and tifiiies. 
Strepbofiy who found the room was void, 
And Betty otherwife employed, 
Stole in, and took a ftridt furvey 
Of all the litter as it lay : 
Whereof, to make the matter clear, 
An inventory follows here. 

And firft, a dirty fmock appeared, 
Beneath the arm-pits well befmear'd, 
Strepbtm, the rogue, difplay'd it wide, 
And turned it round on ev'ry fide : 

• No charge has been more a lethargy have rccourfe to a 

frequently brought againft the bliftcr ; and though it may 

dean* or indeed more gene- reafonably be fuppofed, that 

tally admitted, than that of few Englijb ladies leave fuch a 

courfe indelicacy, of which this drefling-room as Celia$ y yet 

poem is always produced as an many may have given funic lent 

infiance: here then it is but caufe for reminding them that 

jnftice to remark, that when- very foon after defire has been 

ever he offends againft delicacy gratified, the utmoft delicacy 

he teaches it; he Simulates becomes neceflary to prevent 

the mind to fenfibility, to cor- difguft. See a defence of this 

red the faults of habitual negli- po^m in Vol. XII. 
gence s as phyficiaas to cure i 

M ia 
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In fuch a cafe few words are beft, 
And Strephon bids us guefs the reft ; 
But fwears, how damnably the men lie 
In calling delta fweet and cleanly. 

Now Hften, while he next produces 
The various combs for various ufes ; 
Fill'd up with dirt fb clofely fixt, 
No brum cou'd force a way betwixt.; 
A pafte of composition rare, 
Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair. 
A forehead -cloth with oil upon't 
To fmooth the wrinkles on her front : 
Here allum-flower to flop the (teams 
Exhal'd from four unfav'ry dreams i 
There night-gloves made of tripfey s\&b, 
Bequeath'd by tripfey when fhe died ; 
With puppy water, beauty's help, 
DiftuTd from tripfey s darling whelp. 
Here galley-pots and vials plac'd, 
Some fill'd with wafhes, fomc with pafte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints, and flops, 
And ointments good for fcabby chops. 
Hard by a filthy bafon ftands, 
Foul'd with the (cowring of her hands j 
The bafon takes whatever conies, 
The fcrapings from her teeth and gums, 

A nafty 
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A nafty compound of all hues, 

For here fhe (pits, and here me fpues, 

But oh ! it turn'd poor Strepbons bowels, 
"When he beheld and fmelt the towels, 
Begumm'd, bemattetld, and beflim'd, 
With dirt, and fweat,i^and ear-wax grim'd, 
No object Strepbons efc efcapes ; 
Here petticoats in frowzy heaps ; 
Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 
All varnifh'd o'er with fnuff and {hot. 
The (lockings why fhould I expofe, 
Stain'd with the moiflure of her toes ; 
Or greafy coifs, or pinners reeking, 
Which Calia flept at leaft a week in. 
A pair of tweezers next he found, 
To pluck her brows in arches round ; 
Or hairs that fink the forehead low, 
Or, on her chin like briftles grow. 

The virtues we muft not let pafs 
Of deltas magnifying glafs ; 
When frighted Strephon call his eye on't,. 
It fhew'd the vifage of a giant : 
A glafs, that can to fight difclofe 
The fmalleft worm in Ccelias nofe, 
And faithfully dired her nail 
To fqueeze it put from head to tail ; 

M 2 ^^ 
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For, catch it nicely by the head, 
It muft come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tell the. reft; 
And muft you needs defcribe the cheft ? 
That carelefs wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner j 
But leave it ftanding full in fight, 
For you to exercife your fpite ? 
In vain the workman fhew'd his wit, 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 
To make it feem in this difguife 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 
Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 
Refolv'd to go through thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 
He fmelt it all the time before. 

As, from within Pandoras box, 
When Epimetheus op'd the locks, 
A fudden univerfal crew 
Of human evils upward flew ; 
He ftill was comforted to find 
That hope at laft remain'd behind. 
So Strephon lifting up the lid, 
To view what in the cheft was hid, 
The vapours flew from out the vent ; 
But Strephon, cautious, never meant 

The 
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The bottom of the pan to grope, 
And foul his hands in fearch of hope. 

• 

O I ne'er may fuch a vile machine 
Be once in Ccelids chamber feen ! 
O ! may me better learn to keep 
Thofe fecrets of the hoary deep * ! 

As mutton-cutlets, + prime of meaty 
Which, though with art you fait and beat, 
As laws of cookery require, 
And roaft them at the cleared fire ; 
If from % adown the hopeful chops, 
The fat upon a cinder drops, 
To ftinking fmoke it turns the flame, 
Pois'ning the flefh from whence it came, 
And up exhales a greafy flench, 
For which you curfe the carelefs wench : 
So things which muft not be expreft, 
When plumpt into the reeking cheft, 
Send up an excremental fmell 
To taint the parts from whence they fell ; 
The petticoats and gown perfume, 
And waft a ftink round ev'ry room. 

Thus finifhing his grand fiirvey, 
The fwain difgufted flunk away ; 

• MhtH. % Yid. D n D ** 

t Priam virtrum. Works and N. P—jt* 

M 3 Repeating 
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Repeating in his am'rous fits, 

« Oh! Ceelia, Oelia, C<elia(b—. 

But vengeance* goddefs never (leeping, 
Soon punifh'd Strephon for his peeping : 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he fees with all her ftinks ; 
And, if unfav'ry odours fly, 
Conceives a lady (landing by. 
All women his defcription fits, 
And both ideas jump like wits; 
By vicious fancy coupled fail, 
And dill appearing in contraft, 

I pity wretched Strephon^ blind 
To all the charms of woman kind. 
Should I the queen of love refufe, 
Becaufe (he rofe from (linking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the fcene, 
Statiras but fome pocky queen. 

When Calia all her glory (hows, 
If Strephon would but flop his nofe, 
Who now fo impioufly blafphemes 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and 

creams, 
Her wafties, flops, and ev'ry clout, 
With which he makes fo foul a rout; 

He 
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He loon would learn to think like me, 
And blefs his ravifh'd eyes to fee 
Such order from confuiion iprung, 
Such gaudy tulips rais'd from dung. 

Tie Power of TIME.* 
Written in the Year 1730. 

IF neither brafs nor marble can withftand 
The mortal force of times deftru<3ive 
hand; 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 
And lefs'ning rivers mourn their fountains 

dry: 
When my old caflbck (faid a we/Jb divine) 
Is out at elbows ; why mould I repine ? 

THE 
REVOLUTION*/ MARKET-HILL. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

FROM diftant regions fortune fends 
An odd triumvirate of friends ; 
Where Phoebus pays a fcanty ftipend, 
Where never yet a codling ripen d : 

* Stmrm hath written ft larger poem on the fame fnbjed. 

M 4 Hither 
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Hither the frantick goddefs draws 
Three fufPrers in a ruin'd caufe : 
By fa&ion banifh'd here unite, 

* A dean, a + Spaniard, and a knight J 3 
Unite, but on conditions cruel j 

The dean and Spaniard find it too well ; 
Condemned to live in fervice hard ; 
On either fide his honour's guard, 
The dean to guard his honour's back, 
Muft build a caftle at § Drumlack ; 
The Spaniard^ fore againft his will, 
Muft raife a fort at Market-bill. 

• And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north and fouth are pofted centry ; 
While in his lordly caftle fixt 

The knight triumphant reigns betwixt ; 
And, what the wretches mod refent, 
To be his flaves muft pay him rent ; 
Attend him daily as their chief, 
Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 
Ch, fortune ! % 'tis a fcandal for thee 
To fmile on thofe, who are leaft worthy : 
Weigh but the merits of the three, 
His flaves have ten times mo;e than he- 



♦ The author. % Sir Arthur Acbcjon. 

t Col. Harry Lejllt^ who § Sec the poem called Dram 
fejVd and Jiv'd long in Spain. pier's Hill. 

Proud 
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Proud baronet of Nova Scotia! 
The dean and Spaniard mull reproach ye; 
Of their two fames the world enough rings j 
Where are thy fervices and fufPrings ; 
What if for nothing once you kill, 
Againft the grain, a monarch's fill ? 
What if among the courtly tribe 
You loll a place, and fav'd a bribe ? 
And then in furly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year, 
And fierce againft the whigs harangu'd? 
You never ventur'd to be hang'd. 
How dare you treat your betters thus ? 
Are you to be compar'd with us ? 

Come, Spaniard, let us from our forms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms j 
-Our forces let us both unite, 
Attack the foe at left and right : 
From Market-hilPs exalted head, 
Full northward let your troops be led; 
While I from Drapier s-ntount defcend, 
And to the fouth my fquadrons bend. 
New-river-walk with friendly made 
Shall keep my hoft in ambufcade ; 
While you, from where the bafon (lands, 
Shall fcale the rampart with your bands. 

; Not 
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Nor need we doubt the fort to win > 

I hold intelligence within. 

True, lady Anne no danger fears, 

Brave as the Upton fan £he wears ; 

Then left upon our firft attack 

Her valiant arm mould force us back* 

And we of all our hopes depriv'd ; 

I have a ftratagem contriv'd. 

By thefe embroidered high heel'd fhoei 

She {hall be caught as in a noofe ; 

So well contriv'd her toes to pinch, 

She'll not have pow'r to ftir an inch : 

Thefe gaudy fhoes muft * Hannah place 

Diredr before her lady's face ; 

The {hoes put on, our faithful portrefs 

Admits us in toftorm the fortrefs; 

While tortur'd madam bound remains > 

Like Montezume in golden chains, 

Or like a cat with walnuts {hod, 

Stumbling at every ftep {he trod* . 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo s ifle 

To catch a monkey by a wile 

The mimick animal amuie; 

They place before him gloves and {hoes; 

Which when the brute puts aukward on ; 

All his agility is gone : 

* My lady's waiting-maid. 

In 
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In vairi to frifk or climb he tries ; 
The huntfmen feize the grinning prize. 

But let us on our firft aflault 
Secure the larder and the vault : 
The valiant * Dennis you muft fix on, 
And 1*11 engage with f Peggy Dixon : 
Then if we once can feize the key 
And cheft, that keeps my lady's tea, 
They muft furrender at difcretion : 
And foon as we have gained pofleffion, 
We'll aft as other conqu'rors do, 
Divide the realm between us two : 
Then (let me fee) we'll make the knight 
Our clerk, for he can read and write ; 
But muft not think, I tell him that, 
Like % Lorimer to wear his hat ; 
Yet, when we dine without a friend, 
We'll place him at the lower end. 
Madam, whofe (kill does all in drefs lie, 
May ferve to wait on Mrs. Lejlie j 
But left it might not be 4b proper, 
That her own maid (hould over-top her^; 
To mortify the creature more, 
We'll take her heels live inches low'r. 

•Tbtkutkr. jTkcafat 

t The houfe-keeper. 
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For Hannah^ when we have no need of 
her, 
'Twill be our int'reft to get rid of her : 
And when we execute our plot, 
'Tis beft to hang her on the Ipot; 
As all your politicians wife 
Difpatch the rogues, by whom they rife. 

TRAULUS. 

A Dialogue between TOM and ROBIN, 

The Firft PART. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

'torn. O AY, Robin, what canTrautus mean 
^ By bell' wing thus againft the dean ? 
Why does he call him paltry fcribler, 
Papijiy and jacobite, and liVler? 
Yet cannot prove a fingle fact ? 

Robin. Forgive him, Tom, his head is 
crackt. 

Tom. What mifchief can the dean have 
done him, 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him? 

Why 
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Why mud he fputter, fpawl, and ilaver it 
In vain againft the people's fav'rite? 
Revile that nation-laving papef, 
Which gave the dean the name of Draper? 

Robin. Why, Tom, I think the cafe is plain, 
Party and fpleen have turn'd his brain. 

Tom. Such friendfhip never man profeft, 
The dean was never focareft; 
For Traulus long his rancour nurft, 
'Till, "God knows why, at laft it burft. 
That clumfy outfide of a porter, 
How could it thus conceal a courtier? 

Robin. I own, appearances are bad ; 
Yet ftill infill the man is mad. 

Tom. Yet many a wretch in bedlam knows 
How to diftinguifh friends from foes ; 
And, though perhaps among the rout, 
He wildly flings his filth about ; 
He ftill has gratitude and fap'ence, 
To (pare the folks that give him ha'pence ; 
Nor in their eyes at random pines, 
But turns afide like mad Ulyjfes : 
While Trau/us all his ordure fcatters, 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 

Whence 
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Whence come thefe inconfiftent fits ? 

Robin. Why Tom, the man has loft his 
wits. 

Tom. Agreed: and yet when Towzerihaps 
At people's heels with frothy chaps; 
Hangs down his head, and drops his Tail, 
To fay he's mad will not avail : 
The neighbours all cry, Jboot him dead, 
Hang, drown, or knock him on the bead. 
So Traulus when he firft harangu'd, 
I wonder why he was nothangd; 
For of the two, without difpute, 
Uvaser's the lefs ofFenfive brute, 

Robin. Tom, you miftake the matter quite ; 
Your barking curs will feldom bite; 
.And though you hear him ftut-tut-tut-ter, 
He barks as faft as he can utter. 
He praties in fpightof all impediment, 
While none believes, that what he {aid he 

meant; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope lor words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue ; there's nothing in it, 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
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Begs leave to rail, but d n Us Blood \ 

Jie only meant it for your good: 
His friendjhip was exaclly tim*d y 
Hejhot before your foes were f rim d y 
By this contrivance, Mr. Dean 

By G Til bring you off as clean — * 

Then let him ufe you e'er fo rough, 
y 7was all for love, and that's enough. 
But though he (putter through a feflion, 
It never makes the leaft impreffion: 
Whate'er he fpeaks for madnefs goes, 
With no effed on ■friends or foes. 

Tom. The fcrubbieft cur in afl the pack, 
Oanietthe maftiffon your back. 
I own, his madnefs is a jeft, 
If that were all. But he's pofleft, 
Incarnate with a thoufand imps, 
To work whofe ends his madnefi pimps; 
Who o'er each ftring and wire prefide, 
Fill ev'ry pipe, each motion guide; 
Directing ev'ry vice we find 
In fcripture to the devil affign'd; 
Sent from the dark infernal region, 
In him they lodge, and make him legion. 

• This is the ufual cxcufc of Troulus, when be tbufts you to 
without prevention. 

Of 
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Of brethren he's afalfe accufef; 
A fland'rer, traitor, and feducer ; 
A fawning, bafe, trepanning liar ; 
The marks peculiar of his fire. 
Or, grant him but a drone at beft; 
A drone can raife a hornet's neft. 
The dean hath felt their ftings before; 
And muft their malice ne'er give o're? 
Still fwarm and buzz about his nofe ? 
But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes. 
A patriot is a dang'rous poft, 
When wanted by his country molt; 
Perverfely comes in evil times, 
Where virtues are imputed crimes. 
His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traytor to the vices regnant. 

What fpirit, fince the world began, 
Could always bear tojlrive with man? 
Which God pronounc'd, he never wou'd* 
And foon convinc'd them by a flood. 
Yet ftill the dean on freedom raves ; 
His fpirit always drives with Haves. 
*Tis timejat laft to Ipare his ink, 
And let diem rot, or hang, or fink. 
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T R A U L U S, 

The Second PART* 
Written in the Year 173b* 

TRAULUS of amphibious breed, 
Motly fruit of mungril feed ; 
By the dam from lordlings fprung> 
By thejire exhal'd from dung : 
Think on «v'ry vice in both, 
Look on him and fee their growth. J 

View him on the mother's fide* 
FilTd with falfhood, fpleen, and pride} 
Pofitive and over- bearing, 
Changing {till* and ftill adhering ; 
Spightrul, peevifh, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he moft is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon 5 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Ever deareft friendfliip fwearing < 
Judgment weak, and paffion ftrong, 
Always various, always Wrong : 
Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hates 3 

N Talks 
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Talks whate'er comes in his head ; 
Wifhes it were all unfaid. 

Let me now the vices trace, 
From the father s fcoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby fuch airs ? 
Were they mafons, were they butchers t 
Herald, lend the mufe an anfwcr 
From his atavus and grandfire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well : 
Hence the greafy clumfy mien 
In his dreis and figure feen ; 
Hence the mean and fordid foul, 
Like his body rank and foul ; 
Hence that wild fufpicious peep, 
Like a rogue that fteals a fheep ; 
Hence he learnt the butcher's^guile, 
How to cut your throat and irnile ; 
Like a butcher doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife : 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Lailly, let his gifts be try'd 
Borrow'd from the mafbnVfide : 
Some perhaps may think him able 
In the ftate to build a babel \ 

Co* 
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Cou'd we place him in a ftation 
To deftroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, I mould be gladder, 
Cou'd he learn to mount a ladder* 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend ! 

In him tell me which prevail, 
Female vices moft, or male ? 
What produc*d him can you tell ? 
Human race, or imps of hell? 

To BETTY the Grizette. 
Written in the Year 1730. 

QU E E N of wit and beauty, Betty / 
Never may the mufe forget ye : 
How thy face charms ev'ry fhepherd, 
Spotted over like a leopard ; 
And, thy freckled neck difplaid, 
Envy breeds in ev'ry maid, 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow, 
Or on parchment ink turn'd yellow, 
Or a tawny fpeekJed pippin 
ShriveTd with a winter's keeping. 
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And, thy beauty thus difpatch'd, 
Let me praife thy wit unmatched. 

Sets of phrafes, cut and dry, 
Evermore thy tongue fupply. 
And thy memory is loaded 
With old fcraps from plays exploded : 
Stockt with repartees and jokes, 
Suited to all chriftian folks : 
Shreds of wit, and fenfelefs rhymes, 
Blunder'd out a thoufand times. 
Nor wilt thou of gifts be fparing, 
Which can ne'er be worfe for wearing, 
Picking wit among collegians, 
In the play-houfe upper regions ; 
Where, in eighteen-penny gall'ry, 
Irijb nymphs learn irifh raillery : 
But thy merit is thy railing, 
And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endu'd 
To be fcurrilous and rude ; 
When you pertly raife your fhout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and. flout : ■ 
This among hibernian afles 
For fheer wit and humour pafles. 
Thus indulgent Cbloe bit 
Swears you have a world of wit. 

DEATH 
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DEATH and DAPHNE. 

To an agreeable young Lady, but extremely 

lean. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

DEATH went upon a folemn day 
At Pluto s hall his court to pay : 
The phantom having humbly kift 
His grifly monarch's footy fift, 
Presented him the weekly bills 
Of do&ors, fevers, plagues, and pills. 
Pluto obferving fince the peace, 
The burial article decreafe ; 
And vext to fee affairs mifcarry, 
Declar'd in council, death muft many : 
Vow'd he no longer could fupport 
Old batchelors about his court : 
The int'reft of his realm had need 
That death mould get a numerous breed ; 
Young deathUngSy who, by practice mad* 
Proficient in their father's trade, 
With colonies might ftock around 
His large dominions under ground. 

A cooiult of coquets below 
Was calFd to rig him out a beau : 

N 3 From 
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From her own head Megara takes 
A periwig of twifted fhakes ; 
Which in the niceft fafhion curl'd, 
(Like * toupets of this upper world} 
With flow'r of fulphur powder'd well, 
That graceful on his fhoulders fell, 
An adder of the fable kind 
In line direct hung down behind. 
The owl, the raven, and the bat, 
Club'd for a feather to his hat ; 
His coat, and usurer's velvet pall, 
Bequeath'd to Pluto, corps and all. 
But loth his perlbn to expofe 
Bare, like a carcafe pickt by crows, 
A lawyer o'er his hands and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment cafe. 
No new-fluxt rake fhew'd fairer fkin ; 
Nor PBillis after laying in. 
With fnuffwas fill'd his ebon box 
Of fhin-bones rotted by the pox. 
Nine fpirits of blafpheming fops 
' With aconite anoint his chops : 
And give him words of dreadful (bunds, 
G — dd — n his blood, andb— dandw — ds 

• The periwigs now in fafliion are fo called. 

TJhu: 
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Thus furnifht out, hefent his train 
To take a houfe in Warwick-lane : 
The faculty, his humble friends, 
A complimental meuage fends : 
Their prefident in fcarlet gown 
Harangu'd, and welcom'd him to town. 

But death had bus'nefs to difpatch; 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphnes fame, 
His majefiy of terrors came, 
Fine as a col nel of the guards, 
To vifit where fhe fet at cards : 
She, as he came into the room, 
Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 
And now her heart with pleafure jumps ; 
She fcarce remembers what is trumps ; 
For fuch a fliape of flrin and bone 
Was never feen except her own : 
Charm'd with his eyes and chin and ihout, 
Her pocket-glafs drew flily out ; r 
And grew enamour'd with her phiz, 
As juft the counterpart of his. 
She darted many a private glance, 
And freely made the firft advance. 
Was of her beauty grown fo vain, 
She doubted not to win thejwain, 

N 4 Nothing 
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Nothing fhe thought cou'd fooner gain him, 
Than with her wit to entertain him. 
She afk'd about her friends below ; 
This meagre fop, that batter'd beau : 
Whether fome late departed toafts 
Had got gallants among the ghofts ? 
If Cbloe were a (harper ftill, 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 
(The ladies there muft needs be rooks, 
For cards, we know, are Pluto s books) 
If Florimel had found her love, 
For whom fhe hang'd herfelf above ; 
How oft a week was kept a ball 
By Proferpine at Pluto s hall? 
She fancied thofe elyjian fhades 
The fweeteft place for mafquerades : 
How pleafant on the banks of Styx, 
To troll it in a coach and fix ! 

What pride a female heart enflames ! 
How endlefs are ambition's aims 1 
Ceafe haughty nymph ; the fates decree 
Death muft not be a fpoufe for thee : 
For when by chance the meagre {hade 
Upon thy hand his finger laid, 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead, 
His matrimonial foirit fled ; 

He 
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He felt about his heart a damp, 
That quite extinguiftid Cupid's lamp : 
Away the frighted /peclre feuds, 
And leaves my lady in the fuds. 

On STEPHEN DUCK, the Tbrefber, 
and favourite Poet. 

A QUIBBLING EPIGRAM. 
Written in the Year 1730. 

TH E thremer Duck cou d ore the queen 
prevail, 
The proverb fays, no fence againfl a flail. 
From threfbing corn he turns to tbrefb his 

brains ; 
For which her majefiy allows him grains. 
Though 'tis confeft, that thofe who ever faw 
His poems, think them all not worth a 

ft raw I 
Thrice happy Ducky employ 'd in threfhing 

ftubble! 
Thy toil is leflen'd, and thy profits double. 
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ON T H E 

Decmy in the Per/on of a Lady in the 
North*. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

RESOLV'D my gratitude to {Low, 
Thrice rev'rend dean, for all I owe, 
Too long I have my thanks delay'd j 
Your favours left too longunpay'd ; 
But now in all our fexes name 
My artlefs mufe (hall fing your fame. 

Indulgent you to femal kind, 
To all their weaker fides are blind ; 
Nine more fuch champions as the dean, 
Would foonreftore our ancient reign. 
How well, to win the ladies hearts, 
You celebrate their wit and parts ! 
How have I felt my fpirits rais'd, 
By you fo oft, fo highly prais'd I 

* The lad/of Sir Arthur Ichtfm. 

Trans- 
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Transform'd by your convincing tongue 
To witty, beautiful, and young. 
I hope to quit that aukward fhame 
Affected by each vulgar dame, 
To modefty a weak pretence; 
And foon grow pert on men of fenfe; 
To fhew my face with fcornful air ; 
Let others match it, if they dare. 

Impatient to be out of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 
The bard, who humbly deigns to chufe 
Me for the fubjedt of his mufe. 
Behind my back, before my nofe, 
He founds my praife in verfe and profe. 

My heart with emulation burns 
To make you fuitable returns : 
My gratitude the world fhall know: 
And fee, the printers boy below; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift; 
A panegyrick on dean Swift 
And then, to mend the matter dill, 
By lady Anne of Market-bill, 

I thus begin : my grateful mufe 
Salutes die dean in different views 5 

Dean, 
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Dean, butler, ufher, jefter, tutor; 

* Robert and Darby s coadjutor : 
And as you in commiffion fit, 
To rule the dairy next to f Kit. 

In each capacity I mean 
To ring your praife. And firft as dean : 
Envy rauft own, you underftand your 
Precedence, and fupport your grandeur: 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 
Except to give dean Daniel place. 
In you fuch dignity appears ; 
So fuited to your ftate and years I 
With ladies what a ftrid decorum! 
With what devotion you adore'um ! 
Treat me with fo much complaifance, 
As fits a princefs in romance ! 
By your example and affiftance, 
The fe flows learn to know their diftance. 
Sir Arthur > fince you fet the pattern, 
No longer calls mefnipe and JIat tern ; 
Nor dares he, though he were a duke, 
Offend me with the leaft rebuke. 

Proceed we to your % preaching next ; 
How nice you fplit the hardeft text I 

* The names of two over- X The author preached but 
feers. once while he was there. 

t My lady's footman. 

How 
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How yottf fuperior learning fhines 
Above our neighb'ring dull divines 1 
At Beggars Opera not fo full pit 
Is feen, as when you mount our pulpit. 

Confider now your conversation : 
Regardful of your age and ftation, 
You ne'er was known, by paffion frir'd, 
To give the leaft offenfive word : 
But ftill, whene'er you filence break, 
Watch ev'ry fyllable you fpeak : 
Your ftile fo clear, and fo concife, 
We never aflc to hear you twice. 
But then, a parfon fo genteel, 
So nicely clad from head to heel ; 
So fine a gown, a band fo clean, 
As well become St. Patrick's dean, 
Such reverential awe exprefs, 
That cow-boys know you by your drefs I 
Then, if our neigb'ring friends come here, 
How proud are we when you appear, 
With luch addrefs, and graceful port, 
As clearly (hews you bred at court! 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr. Dean, 
I lead you to a nobler fcene ; 

When 
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When to the vault you walk in ftate, 
In quality of* butler *s mate.; 
You, next to f Dennis bear the fway : 
To you we often truft the key : 
Nor can he judge with all his art 
So well, what bottle holds a quart; 
What pints may beft for bottles pal?, 
Juft to give ev'ry man his glafs ; 
When proper to produce the beft ; 
And what may fcrve a common gueft. 
With Dennis you did ne'er combine, 
Not you, to fteal your mailer's wine ; 
Except a bottle now and then. 
To welcome brother ferving men ; 
But that is with a good defign, 
To drink Sir Arthurs health and mine; 
Your matter's honour to maintain ; 
And get the like returns again. 

Your % ufher 's paftxnuft next be handled : 
How blefs'd am I by fuch a man led I 
Under whole wife and careful guardHnp 
I now defpife fatigue and hardfhip: 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 
Though daggled round, I fcom to fret: 

* He fometimes ufcd io di« t He fonetiaici ufed t» wtSt 
n& the butler. with the lady, 

f The butler. 

From 
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From you my chamber-damfek learn 
My broken hole to patch and darn. 

Now as a jefter I accoft you; 
Which never yet one friend has loft you. 
You judge fo nicely to a hair, 
How far to go, and when to (pare. 
By long experience grown fo wife, 
Of ev'ry tafte to know the fize, 
There's none fo ignorant or weak 
+ To take offence at what you (peak. 
Whene'er you joke, 'tis all a cafe 
Whether with Dermot^ or his graces 
With teague Murphey, or an earl, 
A duchefs or a kitchen girl. 
With fuch dexterity you fit 
Their fev'ral talents with your wit, 
That Moll the chamber-maid can {moke, 
And Gagahan % take ev'ry joke. 

I now become your humble fiiitor 
To let me praife you as my § tutor. 
Poor I, a favage bred and born, 
By you inftru&ed ev'ry mora, 

t The neighbouring ladies lee the poem, 
were no great underftanders of § In bad weather the author 

Milienr. tried to dirc& my lady in her 

% The clown that cut down reading. 
tfae old thorn at Markrt-Hill, 
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Already have improv'd Co well, 
That I have almofi learnt to ipell : 
The neighbours, who come here to dine/ 
Admire to hear me fpeak (a fine. 
How envioufly the ladies look. 
When they furprife me at my book! 
And fure as they're alive at night 
As foonas gone will £how their fpighti 
Good lord I what can my lady mean. 
Convening with that rufty dean 1 
She's grown fo nice, and fo * penurious f 
"With Socrates and Epicurius. 
How could me fit the live-long day, 
Yet never afk us once to play ? 

But I admire your patience moft $ 
That when I'm duller than a poft, 
Nor can the plaineft word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce % 
Are fo indulgent, and fb mild, 
As if I were a darling child. 
So gentle is your whole proceeding, 
That I could fpend my life in reading. 

You merit new employments daily : 
Ourthatcher, ditcher, gard'ner, bairy. 

* Ignorant ladies often miftake the word ftnwitut for tact 
and dainty. 

And 
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And to a genius fo extenfive •, 

No work, is grievous or offenfive ; 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigs convenient ftyes ; 
Or ponder long with anxious thought 
To banifh rats, that haunt our vault: 
Nor have you grumbled, rev'rend dean^ 
To keep our poultry fweet and clean ; 
To fweep the manfion-houfe they dwell in j 
And cure the rank unfiv'ry fmelling. 

Now enter as the dairy hand-maid i 
Such charming * butter never man made* 
Let others with fanatick face 
Talk of their milk for babes of grace'. 
From tubs their muffling nonfenfe utter ; 
Thy milk fhall make us tubs of butter. 
The bifliop with his foot may burn it -f% 
But with his hand the dean can chum it* 
How are the fervants overjoy 'd 
To fee thy deanfhip thus employ 'd ! 

* A way of making butter his foot in it, the devil having 

for breakfaft, by filling a bottle been called bifhop of hell ; fed 

with cream and fluking it till a fatyr on the irijh bifliops near 

the butter comes. the end of this volume, (aid <> 

f It it a common faying, have been firft printed in Fogt 

when the milk burns to, that Journal, 
the devil o: the bifhop has fet 

O Inflead 
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Inftead of poring on a book, 

Providing butter for the cook ! 

Three morning-hours you tofs andihake 

The bottle till your fingers ake : 

Hard is the toil, nor fmall the art, 

The butter from the whey to part ; 

Behold a frothy fubftance rife ; 1 

Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 

The butter comes, our fears are ceas'd ; 

And out you fqueeze an ounce at leaft. 

Your rev'rence thus, with like fuccefs, 
(Nor is your fkill or labour lefs) 
When bent upon fome fmart lampoon, 
Will tofs and turn your brain till noon ; 
Which in its jumblings round the fkull 
Dilates and makes the veflel full : 
While nothing comes but froth at firft, 
You think your giddy head willburft: 
But fqueezing out four lines in rhime 
Are largely paid for all your time. 

But you have rais'd your gen'rous mind 
To works of more exalted kind. 
Palladio was not half fo fkill'd in 
The grandeur or the art of building. 
Two temples of magniflck fize 
Attract the curious trav'ler's eyes, 

The 
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That might be envy'd by the Greeks ; 
Rais'd up by you in twenty weeks: 
Here gentle goddefs Cloacine 
Receives all off 'rings at her fhrine. 
In fep'rate cells the he's and fhe's 
Here pay their vows with bended knees: 
For 'tis profane when fexes mingle, 
And ev'ry nymph muft enter fingle, 
And when fhe feels an inward motion. 
Come fill'd with rev 'rente 'and devotion. 
The bafhful maid, to hide her blufh, 
Shall creep no more behind a bum ; 
Here unobferv'd fhe boldly goes, 
As who mould fay, to pluck a rofe. 

Ye, who frequent this hallow'd (eerie, 
Be not ungrateful to the dean ; 
But duly, e'er you leave your ftation, 
Offer to him a pure libation 
Or of his own, or * Smedleys lay, 
Or billet-doux, or lock of hay : 
And, 1 may all who hither come, 
Return with unpolluted thumb. 

Yet when your lofty domes I praife, 
I figh to think of ancient days. 

* See tbechtrader hereafter. 

O 2 Permit 
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Permit me then to raife my ftyle, 
And fweetly moralize a while. 

Thee t bounteous godde(s Cloacine y 
To temples why do we confine ? 
Forbid in open air to breath ; 
Why are thine altars flxt beneath? 

When Saturn rul'd the fkies alone, 
(That golden age to gold unknown) 
This earthly globe to thee aflign d 
Receiv'd the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thoufand altarsfmoaking round 
Were built to thee with offerings crown'<is 
And here thy daily yot'ries plac'd 
Their facrifice with zeal and hafte : 
The margin of a purling ftream 
Sent up to thee a grateful fteam. 
(Though fometimes thou wert pleas'd to 

wink, ' 
If Naiads fwept them from the brink) 
Or where appointing lovers rove, 
The fheltcr of a fhady grove ; 
Or offer'd in fome flow'ry vale, 
Were wafted by a gentle gale. 
There many a flow'r abfterfive grewj 
Thy fav'rite flow'crs of yellow hue ; 

, , The 
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The crocus and the daffodil, 

The cowflip foft, and fweet jonquil. 

But when at laft ufurping Jwt 
Old Saturn from his empire drove; 
Then gluttony with greafy paws 
Her napkin pinn'd up to her jaws, 
With watry chips, and wagging chin, 
Brac'd like a drum her oily (kin; 
Wedg'd in a fpacious elbow- chair, 
And on her plate a treble (hare, 
As if flie ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmlefs man to cram and ftuff. 
She fenther prieft in wooden fhoes 
From haughty Gaut to make ragbos; 
Inftead of wholfome bread and cheefey 
To drefs their {bops and fricafiees ; 
And, for our home-.brcd britijb cheeiy 
Botargo, catfup, and caveer. 

' This bloated harpy fprung from hell 
Confin'd thee, goddefs, to a cell : 
Sprung from her womb that impious liney 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
Firft, lolling Jloti in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap : 
Pale dropjy with a fallow face, 
Her belly burft, and flow her pace : 

O 3 And 
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And lordly gout wrapt up in furr: 
And weczing afthma r loth to ftir. 
Voluptuous eafe, the child of wealthy 
Infe&ing thus our hearts by ftealth ; . 
None feek thee now in open air, 
To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But in their cells and vaults oblcene 
Prefent a facrifice unclean ; 
From whence unfav'ry vapours rcfe, 
Offenfive to thy nicer nofe. 
Ah ! who in our degen'rate days, 
As nature prompts his ofPring pays ? 
Here nature never diff'rence made 
Between the fceptre and the fpade. 

Ye great ones why will ye difdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches fide? 
* When from the homelieft earthen ware 
Are lent up off'rings more fincere, 
Than where the haughty duchefc locks 
Her filver vafe in cedar-box. 

Yet fome devotion ftill remains 
Among our harrnlefs northern fwaias f, 

• Vide Ftrril and Lucrum. f The north of hdnd. 

Whofi 
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Whole ofPrings plac'd in golden ranks, 
Adorn our cryftal river's banks j 
Nor feldom grace the flow'ry downs, 
With fpiral tops and copple-crowns j 
Or gilding in a funny morn 
The humble branches of a thorn. 
So, poets fing, with J golden bough 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hither by lucklefs error led, 
The crude confidence oft I tread ; 
Here when my (hoes are out of cafe, 
Unweeting gild the tarnifh'd lace ; 
Here by the facred bramble ting'd, 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Be witnefs for me, nymph divine, 
I never robb'd thee with defign : 
Nor will the zealous Hannah * pout 
To wafh thy injur'd ofFring out. 

But flop, ambitious mule, in time, 
Nor dwell on.fubjects too fublime. 
In vain on lofty heels 1 tread, 
Aipiring to exalt my head ; 
With hoop expanded wide and light 
In vain I 'tempt too high a flight. 

J Virg. lib. 6. * My lady's woman* 

O 4 Me 
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•Me * Phcsbus in a + midnight dream 
Accofting faid, %go pake your cream. 
Be humbly minded, know your poft ; 
(Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaft. 
Thee beft befits a lowly ftyle : 
Teach Dennh how to ftir the § guile : 
With || Peggy Dixon thougHrul fit, 
Contriving for the pot and fpit. 
Take down thy proudly fwelling fails, 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy nails : 
At nicely carving {hew thy wit ; 
But nd'er prefume to eat a bit : 
Turn eVry way thy watchful eye j 
And evVy guefl be fure to ply : 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate except your own. 
%f Be thefe thy arts- nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame.. 

But C/oacina, goddefs bright, • 

Sleek claims her as his right : 

And *fSmed/ey, flowV of all divines, 
Shall firig the dean in Smedkys lines. 

* Cynth'tm aurumvtllh. Hor. keeper. 

t Cum /omnia vtra. Idim. tt H* tibi erwtt trUs. Vlrg. 

t In fhe bottle to make *f A very ftupid, infolent, 

butter. factious, deformed, conceited 

§ Guilt, the quantity of ale parfon, a vile pretender to ptjc- 

or recr brewed at onetime. try, preferred by the duke of 

| Mr*.' Bixtn the houfe- Grafton for bis wit. 

The 
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He Place of the Y) am n'd. .' 

. Written in the Year 1731. 

ALL folks, who pretend to religion and 
grace, 
Allow there's a Hell, but difpute of the 

place: 
But if Hell may by logical rules be defin'd 

The- place of the damrid —I'll tell you 

my mind. 
Wherever the damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Moft certainly there is Hell to be found: 
Damrid poets, damn'd criticks, damn'd block- 
beads, damn'd knaves, 
Damn'd fenators brib'd, damn'd proflitute 

flaves; 
Damn'd lawyers and judges, damn'd lords 

and damridfquires ; . . 

Damn'd^ixand informers, daxaridfriends 

and damn'd lyars ; 
Damn'd villains, corrupted inevery^//o«; 
Damn'd time-ferving priefis all over the 

nation. 
And into the bargain I'll readily give you 
Damn'd ignorant prelates, and counsellors 
privy. 

Then 
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Then let us no longer by parfons be flamm'd, 
For we know by thefe marks the place of 

the damn'd : 
And Hell to be fure is at Paris or Rome. 
How happy lor us, that it is not at hqne I 

A beautiful young Nymph g*'wg to 
Bed. * 

Written for the Honour of the Fair Sex, in J731. 

CORJNNA pride of Drurrbrte, 
For whom no fiiepherd figh6 in vain, 
•Never foACovent-gardtn boaft 
So bright a batter'd (trolling toaft ! 
No drunken rake to pick her up, 
No cellar, where on tick to jfap ; 
Returning at the midnight hour, 
Four ftories climbing to her bow'r ; 
Then feated on a three legg'd chair, 
Takes off her artificial hair. 
Now, picking out a cryftal eye, 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 

* This poem, for which the young .from the rifk of 

fotne have thought no apology health and life bj picking up a 

could be offered, deferves on proftitute, than the finerc oe- 

tbe contrary great commend** damation on the fonWnefcof 

tion, as it much more forcibly the appetite, 
reftrains the thoughtleb and 

" Her 
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Her eye-brows from a moufe's hide 
Stuck on with art on either fide, 
Pulls off with care, and firft di*pfay$ 'c™* 
Then in a play-book, fraoothJy lays 'em. 
Now dext'roufly her plumpers draws. 
That ferve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwifts a wire, and from her gums 
A fet of teeth completely comes. 
Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely goddefe 
Unlaces next her fteel-rib'd bodice, 
Which by the operator's fldll 
Prefs down the lumps the hollows fill. 
Up goes her hand, and off fhe flips 
The bolfters, that fupply her hips. 
With gentleft touch (he next explores 
Her fhancres, iflues, running fores ; 
EfFe&s of many a fad difafter, 
And then to each applies a plafter : 
But muft, before fhe goes to bed, 
Rub off the daubs of white and red, 
And fmooth the furrows in her front 
With grealy paper Jluck upon'L 
She takes a bolus e'er fhe fleeps ; 
And then between two blankets creeps. 

With 
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With pains of love tormented lies ; 
Or if (he chance to clofe her eyes, 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams, 
And feels the lam, and faintly fcreams ; 
Or, by a faithlefs bully drawn, 
At fome Hedge- tavern lies in pawn ; ,. 
Or, to Jamaica feems transported : 
* Alone, and by no planter courted ; 
Or near Fleet- ditch 's oozy brinks, - 
Surrounded with a hundred ftinks, 
Be-lated, feems on watch to lie, 
And fnap fome cully pafling by j 
Or, ftruck with fear her fancy runs 
On watchmen, conftables, and duns, 
From whom flie meets with frequent rubs; 
But never from religious clubs ; 
Whofe favour fhe is fure to find, 
Becaufe me pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful fight I 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plafter ltole, 
Half eat, and dragg'd it to his hole. 
The cryftal eye, alas ! was mift ; 
And pufs had on her plumpers p — ft. 

. • Et l.ngam inctmitata vldttwr 

Ire via m • < , . 'Viig. 

A pigeon 
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A pigeon pickt her iffue peas : 

And Shock her trefles fill'd with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled 
plight, 

Muft ev'ry morn her limbs unite. 

But how {hall I defcribe her arts 

To recoiled the fcatter'd parts ? 

Or (hew the anguifh, toil, and pain, 

Of gathering up herfelf again ? 

The bafhful mufe will never bear 

In fuch a fcene to interfere. 

Corinna in the morning dizen'd, 

Who fees will fpew j who fmells be poilbn'd. 

♦STREPHON and CHLOE. 

Written in the Year 1731. 

OF Chloe all the town has rung, 
By ev'ry fize of poets fung: 

* Thif poem has among a right to indulge themlelves : 

others been cenfured for inde- he who is difgufted at the pic- 

licacy, but with no better rea- ture feels the force of the pre- 

fcn than a medicine would be cept, not to difguft another by 

rejected for its ill tafte. By his practice} and let it never 

attending to the marriage of be forgotten, that nothing 

Btrtfbn and Chit*, the reader quenches defire like indelicacy, 

is neceflariJy ledtoconfiderthe and that when defire has been 

'effed of that grofs familiarity thus quenched, kindnefs will 

in which it is to be feared many inevitably grow cold. 



married perfons think they have 



So 
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So beautiful a nymph appears 
But once in twenty thoufand years ; 
By nature form'd with niceft care, 
And faultlefs to a fingle hair. 
Her graceful mien, her mape, and face, 
Confeft her of no mortal race: 
And then fo nice, and fo genteel; 
Such cleanlinefs from head to heel : 
No humours grofs, or frowzy fleams, 
No noifome whiffs, or fweaty ftreams, 
Before, behind, above, below,' 
Could from her taintlefs body flow : 
Would fb difcreetly things diipofe, 
None ever law her pluck a rofe. 
Her dearefl comrades never caught her 
Squat on her hams to make maids water. 
You'd fwear that fo divine a creature 
Felt no neceflities of nature. 
In fummer, had fhe walk'd the town, 
Her arm-pits would not ftain her gown : 
At country-dances not a nofe 
Could in the dog-days fmell her toes. 
Her milk- white hand, both palm&and backs, 
Like iv'ry dry, and foft as wax. 
Her hands, the fbfteft ever felt, 
* Though cold would burn, though dry 
would melt. 

* Though deep, yet clear, tic. Denham. Dear 
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Dear Venus^ hide this wondrous maid. 
Nor let her loofe to fpoil your trade. 
While fhe engrofles ev'ry fwain, 
You but o'er half the world can rei$£w 
Think what a cale all men are now in, 
What ogling, fighing, toafting, vowing I 
What powder'd wigs ! what flames- and 

darts! 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 
What fword-knots ! what poetick ftrains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes !»' 

But Strephon figh'd Co loud arid ftrongv 
He blew a fettlement along: 
And bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and fix, and houfe in town. 
The bafhful nymph no more withftands, 
Becaufe her dear papa commands. 
The charming couple now unites: 
Proceed we to the marriage-rites, 

Imprimis, at the temple-porch 
Stood 1 Hymen with a flaming torch : 
The fouling Cyprian gpddefs brings 
Her infant loves with purple wings; 
And pigeons billing, fparrows treading, 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. - 

The 
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The mufes next in order follow, 
Concluded by their {quire, Apollo ; 
Then Mercury y with filver tongue,- 
And Hehe> goddefs ever young. 
Behold the bridegroom and his bride 
Walk hand in hand, and fide by fide ; 
She by the tender Graces dreft, 
But he by Mars, in fcarlet veft. 
The nymph was cover'd with her*yftw»- 

meum y 
And Phoebus fung th' + epithalamium. 
And laft to make the matter fure, 
Dame Juno brought a prieft demure. 
% Luna was abfent, on pretence 
Her time was not till nine months hence. 

The rites perform'd, theparfon paid, 
In ftate retum'd the grand parade; 
With loud huzza's from all the boys, 
That now the pair muft crown their joys* 

But ftill the hardefl part remains. 
Strephon had long perplex'd his brains, 
How with fo high a nymph he might 
Demean himfelf the wedding-night : 

* A veil which the riman f A marriage fong* 

brides cover'd themfelves with j Dima t goddefi of mid-' 

when they were going to be wives, 
married. 

For, 
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Fcr as he view'd his perfbn round, 
Mere mortal flefh was all he found : 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and feet 
Were duly wafh'd to keep them fweet ; 
(With other parts that fhall be namelefs, 
The ladies elfe might think me mamelefs.) 
The weather and his love were hot; 
And ftiould he ftruggle I know what——. 

Why let it go, if I muft tell it 

He'll fweat, and then the nymph may fmell 

it. 
While fhe, a goddefs dy'd in grain, 
Was unfufceptible of ftain ; 
And fenus-like her fragrant (kin 
Exhal'd ambrofia from within. 
Can iuch a deity endure 
A mortal human touch impure ? 
How did the humbled fwain deteft 
His prickly beard, and hairy breaft ! 
His night-cap border'd round with lace 
Could give no fbftnefs to his face. 

Yet if the goddefs could be kind, 
What endlefs raptures muft he find I 
And goddelles have now and then 
Come down to vifit mortal men : 



to 
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To vifit and to court them too: 
A certain goddefs, God knows who, 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took col'nel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he mould lofe his life 
By venturing on his heav'nly wife ? 
For Slrephon could remember well, 
That once he heard a fchool-boy tell, 
How Semele of mortal race 
By thunder died in y<rves embrace : 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning mot from Chloes eyes? 

While thefe refle&ions fill'd his head, 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He followed, ftript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his diftance kept. 

Now ponder well ye parents dear ; 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer ; 
And make them ev'ry afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or diink it foon : 
That e'er to bed they venture up, 
They may difcharge it tv'ry fup: 
If not, they muft in evil plight 
Be often fore'd to rife at night. 
Keep them to wholfome food confln'd, 
Nor let them tafte what caufes wind ; 

('Tis 
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('Tis this * the fage of Samos means, 
Forbidding his difciples beans.) 
O I think what evils muft enfue ; 
Mifs Moll the jade will burn it blue: 
And when (he once has got the art, 
She cannot help it for her heart ; 
But out it flies, ev'n when me meets 
Her bridegroom in the wedding-fheets. 
•f- Carminative and % diuretick 
Will damp all paflion fympathetick : 
And love fuch nicety requires, 
One blajl will put out all his fires. 
Since hufbands get behind the fcene, 
The wife mould ftudy to be clean ; 
Nor give the fmalleft room to guefs 
The time when wants of nature prefs ; 
But after marriage pradHfe more 
Decorum than me did before ; 
To keep her fpoufe deluded ftill, 
And make him fancy what fhe will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 
'Tis time to {hew how things went there. 

* A well known precept of tain fome allegorical meaning;. 

Pytbagtraty not to eat beans ; f Medicines to break w ad. 

which has been variously inter- % Medicines to provoke 

prcted, and is fuppofed to con- urine. 

P 2 Strc^hon^ 
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Strephon, who had been often told 
That Fortune ftill aflifts the bold, 
Refolv'd to make the firft attack ; 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nymph fo chafte as Chloe> 
With conftitution cold and fnowy, 
Permit a brutim man to touch her ? 
Ev'n lambs by inftindt fly the butcher. 
Refiftance on the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe 'tis by aU agreed, 
Was maid in thought, and word, and deed. 
Yet fome affign a difFrent reafon ; 
That Strepkon chofe no proper feafon. 

Say, fair ones, muft I make a paufe, 
Or freely tell the fecret caufe ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I fpeak) 
Had now conftrain'd the nymph to leak. 
This point muft needs be fettled firft : 
The bride muft either void or burft. 
Then fee the dire effe& of peafe, 
Think what can give the colic eafe. 
1 he nymph oppreft before, behind, 
As fhips are tofs'd by waves and wind, 
Steals out her hand, by nature led, 
And brings a veffel into bed : 

Fair 
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Fair utenfil, as fmooth and white 
As Chloes fkin, almoft as bright. 

Strephon who heard the fuming rill 

As from a mofly cliff diftil, 

Cried out, ye Gods ! what found is this ? 

QanChloe, heav'nly C6/oe y ? 

But when he fmelt a noifome fleam, 

Which oft attends that luke-warm ftream ; 

(Salerno § both together joins 
As fov'reign med'cines for the loins) 
And though contriv'd we may fuppofe, 
To flip his Ears yet ftruck his nofe:. 
He found her while the {cent increas'd 
As mortal as himfelf at leaft. 
But foon with like occafions preft, 
He boldly fent his hand in queft 
(Inipir'd with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on t'other fide t 
And as he fill'd the reeking vafe, 
Let fly a rouzer in her face. 

The little cupids hov'ring round, 
(As pictures prove) with garlands crown'd, 

% Vtd* Scbel. Saltrn. Rules of health, written by the fchool 
of Saltrnum. 

Mingert cum bumbhrts eft falubtrrim* bimbis. 

P 3 Abaflid 
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Abafh'd at what they faw and heard, 
Flew off, nor ever more appear'd 

Adieu to raviming delights, 
High raptures and romantick flights ; 
To goddefles fo heav'nly fweet, 
Expiring fhepherds at their feet ; 
To filver meads and fhady bow'rs, 
Dreft up with amaranthin flow'rs. 

How great a change ! how quickly made I 
They learn to call a fpade a fpade. 
They foon from all conftraint are freed ; 
Can fee each other, do their need. 
On box of cedar fits the wife, 
And makes it warm for deareft life ; 
And by the beaftly way of thinking, 
Find great fociety in (linking. 
Now Strepbon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homeli'ft ftrains ; 
And Chloe more experienced grown, 
With int'reft pays him back his own. 
No maid at court is lefs afham'd, 
H wc'er for felling bargains fam'd, 
TLaii {he, to name her parts behind, 
Or when a-bed to let out wind. 

Fair 
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Fair decency^ celeftial maid, 
Defcend from heav'n to beauty's aid ; 
Though beauty may beget defire, 
Tis thou muft fan the lover's fire ; 
For beauty like fupreme dominion, 
Is beft fuppcirted by opinion : 
If decency bring no fupplies, 
Opinion falls, and beauty dies. 

To fee fome radiant nymph appear 
In all her glitt'ring birth-day gear, 
You think fbme goddefs from the fky 
Defcended, ready cut and dry: 
But e'er you fell yourfelf to laughter, 
Confider well^what may come after ; 
For fine ideas vanifh faft, 
While all the grofs and filthy laft. 

O Strephon, e'er that fatal day 
When Chloa ftole your heart away, 
Had you but through a cranny fpied 
On houfe of eafe your future bride, 
In all the poftures of her face, 
Which nature gives in fuch a cafe; 
Distortions, groanings, {trainings, heavings, 
'Twere better you had lickt her leavings, 

P4 TW> 
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Than from experience find too late 
Your goddefs grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you faw, and what you fmelt ; 
Would ftill the fame ideas give ye, 
As when you fpy'd her on the privy. 
And, 'fpight of Chloes charms divine, 
Your heart had been as whole as mine. 

Authorities, both old and recent, 
Dired: that women muft be decent ; 
And, from the fpoufe each blemifh hide 
More than from all the world befide *, 

Unjuftly all cur nymphs complain 
Their empire holds fo fhort a reign : 
Is after marriage loft fo foon, 
It hardly holds the honey-moon : 
For if they keep not what they caught, 
It is entirely their own fault. 
They take pofTeflion of the crown, 
And then throw all their weapons down : 

* If virtue, as fomc writers dience to a law, as the nuptial 

pretend, be that which pro- laws enjoin both parties to a- 

duces happinefs, it muft be void offence, decency will ftill 

granted, that to pra&iCc de- be duty, and the breach of it 

cency is a moral obligation ; will incur fomc degree of 

and if virtue confifts in obe- guilt. 

Though 
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Though by the politicians fcheme, 
Whoe'er arrives at pow'r fupreme, 
Thofe arts by which at firft they gain it 
They ftill muft pra&ife to maintain it. 

What various ways our females take 
To pafs for wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitlefs fearch purfue 
All other methods but the true. 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againft their Saviour: 
Some call it witty to reflecT: 
On ev'ry natural defedr. : 
Some fhew they never want explaining 
To comprehend a double meaning. 
But fure a tell-tale out of fchool 
Is of all wits the greateft fool : 
Whofe rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and from her lips diftils ; 
You'd think me utter'd from behind, 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord? 
From yonder puppet-man inquire, 
Who wifely hides his wood and wire; 

Shews 
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Shews Shebas queen completely dreft, 

And Solomon in royal veft; 

But view them litter'd on the floor, 

Or ftrung on pegs behind the door; 

Punch is exactly of a piece 

With Lor rain xduke, and prince of Grace*. 

A prudent builder fhould forecaft 
How long the ftufF is like to laft ; 
And carefully obferve the ground 
To build on fome foundation found: 
What houle, when its materials crumble, 
Muft not inevitably tumble? 
What edifice can long endure 
Rais'd on a bafis unfecure ? 
Rafli mortals, e'er you take a wife, 
Contrive your pile to laft for life : 
Since beauty fcarce endures a day, 
And youth fo fwiftly glides away ; 
Why will you make yourfelf a bubble, 
To build on fand with hay and ftubble? 

On fenfe and wit your pafiion found, 
By decency cemented round j 



• For the fame reafon many better knows her intereft, aal 
an handfome wife is neglected confident love as her trade, 
for an homely roiftrefs, who 

Let 
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Let prudence with good nature ftrive 
To keep efteem and love alive. 
Then come old age whene'er it will, 
Your friendfhip (hall continue ftill : 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall never but with life expire. 

APOLLO: 

O R 

A PROBLEM folved. 

Written in the Year 173 1. 

APOLLO, God of light and wit, 
Could verfe infpire, but feldom writ ; 
Refin'd all metals with his looks, 
As well as chemifts by their books : 
As handfome as my lady's page ; 
Sweet five and twenty was his age. 
His wig was made of fanny rays, • 
He crown'd his youthful head with bays: 
Not all the court of heaven could fhew 
So nice and fo complete a beau. 
No heir upon his firft appearance, 
With twenty thoufand pounds a year rents, 

E'er 
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E'er drove, before he fold his land* 
So fine a coach along the Strand ; 
The fpokes, we are by Ovid told, 
Were filver, and the axle gold. 
(I own, 'twas but a coach and four, 
For Jupiter allows no more.) 

Yet with his beauty, wealth and parts, 
Enough to win ten thoufand hearts, 
No vulgar deity above 
Was fo unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty caufes were aflign'd, 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine mufes always waiting round him, 
He left them virgins as he found 'em. 
His finging was another fault ; 
For he could reach to B in alt : 
And by the fentiments of Pliny, 
Such fingers are like Nicolini*. 
At laft the point was fully clear'd ; 
In fhort, Apollo had no beard. 

* An Italian. 
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GASSINUS WPETER. 

A Tragical ELEGY. 
Written in the Year 173 1. 

TWO college fophs of Cambridge 
growth, 
Both fpecial wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring as they us'd to meet 
On love, and books, in rapture fweet ; 
(Mufe, find me names to fit my metre, 
Cajfinus this, and t'other Peter) 
Friend Peter to Cajfmus goes, 
To chat awhile and warm his nofe : 
But fuch a fight was never feen, 
The lad lay fwallow'd up in fpleen. 
He feem'd as juft crept out of bed ; 
One greafy flocking round his head, 
The other he fat down to darn 
With threads of diff'rent colour 'd yarn ; 
His breeches torn expofing wide 
A ragged fhirt and tawny hide. 
Scorch'd were his fhins, his legs were bare, 
But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was o'er his moulders thrown ; 
A rug j for night-gown he had none. 
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His Jordan flood in manner fitting 
Between his legs to fpew or fpit in, 
His ancient pipe in fable dy'd, 
And half unfmoak'd lay by his fide. 

Him thus accoutred Peter found, 
With eyes in fmoak and weeping drown d 
The leavings of his laft night's pot 
On embers plac'd to drink it hot. 

Why CaJJy, thou wilt doze thy pate : 
What makes thee lie a-bed fo late ? 
The finch, the linnet, and the thrufh, 
Their mattins chant in ev'ry bufli : 
And I have heard thee oft falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heav'n fend thou haft not got the hyps ! 
How ! not a word come from thy lips ? 

Then gave him fomc familiar thumps; 
A college joke to cure the dumps. 

The fwain at laft with grief oppreft 
Cry'd, Ccelia! thrice, and figh'd the reft. 

Dear Caffy, though to alk I dread, 
Yet afk I muft. Is Ccelia dead ? 

'fcforor 
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How happy I, were that the worft ? 
^ut I was fated to be curft. 

Come, tell us, has (he plaid the whore ? 
Oh Peter y would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her fandy locks: 
Say, has the fmall or greater pox 
Sunk down her nofe, or feam'd her face ? 
Be eafy, 'tis a common cafe. 

O Peter / beauty's but a varnifli, 
Which time and accidents will tarnim : 
ButValia has contriv'd to blaft 
Thofe beauties, that might ever laft. 
Nor can imagination guefs, 
Nor eloquence divine exprefs, 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My pureft paifion has betray 'd. 
Conceive the mod invenom'd dart 
To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 

Why hang her ; though mefeem'd fo coy, 
I know me loves the barber's boy, 

Friend Peter ^ this I could excufe ; 
.For ev rv nvmph has leave to chufe > 



224 CASSINUS AND PETER, 

Nor have I reafon to complain, 

She loves a more deferving fwain. 

But oh ! how ill has thou divin'd 

A crime, that fhocks all human kind j 

A deed unknown to female race, 

At which the fun fhould hide his face ; 

Advice in vain you would apply 

Then leave me to defpair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefe elegies and fonnets burn ; 
And on the marble grave thefe rhimes, 
A monument to afivr times : 
Here Cafiy lies, by Calia flain, 
And dying never told his pain. 



« 
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Vain empty world, farewel. But hark, 
The loud Cerberian triple bark. 

And there behold AUSio ftand, 

A whip of fcorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Beck'ning to waft me o'er the ferry. 

I come, I come, Medufa / fee, 

Her ferpents hifs direct at me. 
Begone ; unhand me, helliih fry : 
* Avaunt ye cannot fay 'tis I. 

• See Matkbttb. 

Dear 
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2)ear Cajfy, thou muft purge and bleed ; 
1 fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 
But now, by friendfhip's facred laws 
I here- Conjure thee, tell the caufe; 
And Ceelias horrid fad relate : 
Thy friend would gladly fhare thy fate. 

To force it out my heart mull rend : 

Yet when conjur'd by fuch a friend 

Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt! 
. Thefe eyes, thefe eyes beheld the fa&. 
.Now bend thine ear, fince out it muft; 
,But when thou feeft me laid in duft, 
The fecret thou (halt ne'er impart, 
• Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; 
(How would her virgin foul bemoan 
A crime to all her fex unknown !) 
Nor whifper to the tattling reeds 
The blackeft of all female deeds ; 
.Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 
Where Eccbo fits, and lift'ning mocks ; 
Nor let the zephyrs' treach'rous gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful tale; 
Nor to the.chatt'ring feather'd race 
Difcover Ceelias foul difgrace. 
But if you fail, my fpe&re dread 
Attending nightly round your bed : 

Q And 
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And yet I dare confide in you; 
So take my fecret, and adieu. 

Nor wonder how I loft my wits : 
Oh I Ceetia, C<zlia> CaliaGa. * 

JUDAS. 

Written in the Year 173 1. 

BY the juft vengeance of incenfed floes 
Poor bifhop Judas late repeating dies. 
The Jews engag'd him with a paltry bribe, 
Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe; 
Which though his conference fore'd him to 

reftore, 
(And parfons tell us, no man can do more) 
Yet through defpair, of God and man ac- 

curft, 
He loft his bifhoprick, and hang'd or burfl 
Thofe former ages differ'd much from this; 
Judas betray 'd his matter with a khs : 
But fome have kifs'd the gofpel fifty times, 
Whofe perjury's the leaft of all their 

crimes: 

* See the lady's dreffing«room. 

Some 
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Some whcJ can perjure through a two inch 

board, 
Yet keep their bifhopricks, and Tcape the 

cord. 
Like bempy which by a fkilful fpinfter drawn 
To flender threads, may fbmetimes pals for 

lawn. 

As ancient Judas by tranfgriffion fell, 
And burjt afunder e'er he went to hell j 
fio could we fee a fet of new Ifcariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred 

chariots; 
Each modern Judas perifh like the firft ; 
Drop from the tree with all his bowels 

burft; 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty 

face, 
To cry \ Lo Judas gone to his awn place t 
His habitation let all menforfake y 
And let his bijboprick another take? 



Q a On 
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On Mr. PULTENEY's being put out 

of the Council. 

Written in the Year 173 1. 

SIR Robert* weary'd by Will Pulteneys 
teazings, 
Who interrupted him in all his leafings, 
Refolv'dthat Will and he fhould meet no 

more: 
Full in his face Bob (huts the council door; 
Nor lets him (it as juftice on the bench 
To punifh thieves, or lam a fuburb wench. 
Yet ftill St. Stephens chapel open lies 
For Willio enter— what fhall I advife ? 
E'en quit the House, for thou too long 

haft fat in't, 
Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent; 
There, near thy mailer's throne in fhelter 

plac'd, 
Let #7// unheard by thee his thunder wafte. 
Yet ftill I fear your work is done but half: 
For while he keeps his pen, you are not fafe. 

Hear an old fable, and a dull one too; 
It bears a moral, when apply'd to you. 

* Sir Robsrt Walftti then prime minifter. 

v. . . A. hare 
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A hare had longefcap'd purfuing hounds 
By often* fhifting into diftant grounds ; 
Till finding all his artifices vain, 
To fave his life he leap'd into the main. 
But there, alas ! he could no fafety find, 
A pack of dog-fijh had him in the wind. 
He fcours away ; and to avoid the foe 
Descends for fnelter to the fhades below, 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den ; 
(He had not feen a hare the lord knows 
when) 

Out bounc'd the maftiff of the triple head j 

Away the hare with double fwiftnefs fled. 

Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he 
flies 

(Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the fkies. 

How was the fearful animal diftreft ! 

Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft : 

Syrius 9 the fwifteft of the heav'nly pack, 

FaiPd but an inch to feize him by the back. 

He fled to earth, but flrft it coft him dear ; 

He left his fcut behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare purfu'd, though free 
from guilt ; 
Thus Bob malt thou be mawFd, fly where 
thou wilt : 
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Then lwncft Robin, of thy corps beware 
Thou art not half fo nimble as a bare : 
Too pond'rous is thy bulk to mount 

Nor can you go to bell, before you die. 
J5o keen thy hunters, and thy /cent $) 

ftrong, 
Thy turns and doublings cannot lave thee 

lpng*, 

The author having been told by an intimate 
friend, that the duke of Queenfiwry had 
employed Mr* Gay to infpeB the accounts 
and management of his graces receivers 
and Jlewards (which however proved af- 
terwards to be a tniftafo) writ to Mr* City 
the following poem, 

In the Year 173 j. 

HOW could you, Gay, diJgrace die 
mufes train, 
To ferve a taftelefs court twelve years in 
vain t ! 

* This bunting ended in and Witt w»s no longer bit 

the promotion both of W//and qpponcnt, but earl of Smth. 
Bob. Bob was no longer firft f See the Libel on Do&or 

IpinLftcr, but earl of Or/erd, Delany and Lord Cmrttrtt. 

Fain 
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Fain would I think our female friend r + fin- 
cere, 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, poflbft her ear. 
Did female virtue e'er Co high afcend, 
To lofe an inch of favour for a friend ? 
Say, had the court no better place to 
chufe 
For thee, than make a dry-nurfe of thy 

mule? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been fold, 
To % 'fquire a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading-firings her infant fteps to guide, 
Or with her go-cart amble fide by fide 1 

But princely Douglas § and his glorious 

dame 
Advanced thy fortune, and preferv'd thy 

fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be milapply'd, 
When o'er your patrons treafure you prc- 

fide: 
The world fhall own his choice was wife 

and juft, 
For fans of Phoebus never break their truft. 

f Mrs. Howard, ftncc coun- this fubjecr, in Mr. Ptf/s 
teb of Suffolk. Works, Vol. II. Let. 26. 

% See Mr. Gay's Letter on § The duke of %«ttnjburj* 

C^4 Not 
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Not love of beauty Ids the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan sdames ; 
Their paffions not more impotent and cold, 
Than thofe of poets to the lufi of gold. 
With Paarrs pureft fire his fav'rites glow, 
The dregs will ferve to ripen ore below; 
His meaneft work : for had he thought it 

fit, 

That wealth fhould be the appennage of wit, 
The God of light could ne'er have been fo 

blind 
To deal it to the worft of human-kind. 

But let me now, for I can do it well 
Your conduct in this new employ foretel. 

And firft t to make my obfervation right, 
I place zflatefman full before my fight, 
A bloated minifter in all his geer, 
With fhamelefs vifage, and perfidious leer; 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw; 
And, oftrich-like, his all-digefting maw. 
My fancy drags this monjler to my view 
To {hew the world his chief reverie in you. 
Of loud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 
Rolls from his mouth in plenteous ftreams 
pf mud ; 

With 
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"With thefe the court and fenate-houfe he 

plies, 
Made up of none, and impudence, and lies. 

1 

Now let me fhew how B-oA-. and you 
agree, 
You ferve a * potent prince, as well as he. 
The ducal coffers, trufted to your charge, 
Your honeft care may fill ; perhaps enlarge. 
His vaflals eafy, and the owner bleft, 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the reft. 
Not (o a nation's revenues are paid: 
The fervant's faults are on the mafter laid. 
The people with a figh their taxes bring ; 
And curhng B&&— forget to blefs the king. 

Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge 

requires 
With fervants, tenants > and the neighb'r- 

ing f quires. 
Let all domefticks feel your gentle (way : 
Nor bribe, infult, nor flatter, nor betray. 
Let due reward to merit be allow'd ; 
Nor with your KIND RED half the palace 

crowd* 

• A title given to dukes by the heralds. 

Nor 
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Nor think yomfelf fecure in doing wrong* 

By telling nofes with a party ftrong. 

Be rich ; but of your wealth make no 

parade; 
At lead, before your mafiers debts are paid. 
Nor in a palace^ built with charge immenfe y 
Prefume to treat him at his own expence. 
Each farmer in the neighbourhood can 

count, 
To what your lawful perquisites amount 
The tenants poor, the hardnefs of the times, 
Are ill excufes for a Servant's crimes. 
With intYeft, and a premium paid befide, 
The matter's preffing wants mull be flip- 

pl/d ; 
With hafty zeal behold the fteward come 
By his own credit to advance the mm ; 
Who, while tV unrighteous mammon is his 

friend, 
May well conclude his pow'r will never end. 
A faithful treas'rer! what could he do 

more? 
He lends my lord> what was my lord's before. 

The law fo ftrictly guards the monarch's 
health, 
That no phyfician dares prescribe by ftealth : 

The 
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*Thfc council fit; approve the doctor's {kilt; 
And give ad vice, before he gives the pill. 
But the Jtate emfirk a&$ a fafer part; 
And while he poyfom 7 wins the royal heart 

But how can I defcribe the rav'nous 
breed? 
Then kt me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your lord a trufty fervant fend 
On weighty bus'nefs to fome 'neighb'ring 

friend: 
Prefumeno:, Gay, unlefsyouferveadrone, 
To countermand his orders by your own. 

Should fome imperious neighbour fink the 

boats, 
Ahd drain xhtjijh-pondsy while your tnafter 

doats; 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrenh, 
Becaufe he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from your lord his bad condition 
hide 
To feed his luxury, or fboth his pride. 
Nor at an under rate his timber fell, 
And with an oath allure him ; all is welL 

Or 
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Otjwear it rotten * ; and with humble am - 
Requefi it of him to compleat your flairs. 
Nor when a mortgage lies on half his lands* 
Comewithapurfe of guineas in your hands. 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind ; 
That rogue of genuine myflerialkmd. 
Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch; 
Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel 

rich: 
And when he gravely has undone a fcore, 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more +. 

A dext'rous fteward, when his tricks are 

found, 
Hujh-money fends to all the neighbours 

round ; 
His matter, unfufpicious of his pranks, 
Pays all the coft, arid gives the villain thanks. 
And fliould a friend attempt to fet him 

right, 
His lordfhip would impute it all to fpight: 
Would love his fav'rite better than before, 
And truft his honefty juft fo much more. 

* Thefc lines are thought wainfeots, flairs, door-cafes, 

to allude to fume ftory con- ttc. 

cerning a great quantity of f He had pradifed this trade 

mahogony declared rotten, and for many yean with fuccefi. 
then applied by Jtvubtdy to 

Thus 
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Thus families like realms with equal fate 
Are funk by premier minifters ofjlate. 

Some, when an heir fucceeds, go boldly 
on, 

And, . as they robb'd the father, rob the 
fin. 

A knave, who deep embroils his lord's af- 
fairs, 

Will loon grow neceflary to his heirs. 

His policy confifts in Jetting traps, . 

In finding ways and means, and flopping 
gaps: 

He knows a thoufand tricks whene'er he 
pleafe, 

Though not to cure, yet palliate each dif- 
eafe. 

In either cafe an equal chance is run ; 

For keep, or turn him out my lord's un- 
done. 

You want a hand to clear a filthy fink ; 

No cleanly workman can endure the ftink. 

A ftrong dilemma in a defp'rate cafe 1 

To act with infamy, or quit the place. 

A bungler thus, who fcarce the nail can 
hit, 
With driving wrong will make the pannel 
fplit : Nor 
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Nor dares an ablet workman Undertake 
lb drive a fecond, left the whole (hoflfr£ 
' break. 

In ev'ry court the parallel will Ud^ 
And kings, like private folks, are bought 

and fold. 
The ruling rogue who dreads to be caihierif 
Contrives, as he is bated, to be fear* d: 
Confounds account*^ perplexes ail affairs $ 
For vengeance more .anbrtils, ihanjkillre^ 

pairs. 
So robbers (and their ends are juft the fame) 
To'fcape enquiries leave theboufi inflame* 

I knew a brazen minifter of ft ate, 
Who bore for twice ten years the publick 

hate. 
In ev'ry mouth the queftion moll in vogue 
Was, tvhen will they turn out tins odious 

rogue t 
A juncture happened in his nighefl pride: 
While be went robbing on, old mafler died. 
We thought there now remain'd no room 

. to doubt; 
His work is done, the minifter muft out. 
The court invited more than one or two; 
Will you, Sir Spencer* or, willjw, at you t 

But 
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But not a foul his office durft accept ; 
The fubde knave had all the plunder fwept: 
And fach was then the temper of the times, 
He ow'd his prefervation to his crimes. 
The candidates obferv'd his dirty paws. 
Nor found it difficult to guefs the caufe : 
But when they finelt fuch foul corruptions 

round him, 
Away they fled, and left him as they found 

him. 

Thus, when a greedy floven once has 
thrown 
TX&fmt into the mefs ; *th all bis cam. 



Tht 



The following poem was frf printed.in Fo£* 
. journal of the 17th .of : Sept. 1^3. The 
fubjecl. of it is now over ; but our, author's 
known zeal againfi that pro/eB tnaae it be 
generally fuppofed to be bis* It, was occa- 
• f me :d by the bifbops. ^/"Ireland e*ufcavour- 
ing to get an aB to divide the qbfirfb .liv- 
ings ; which bill was rejected by the irifli 
• houfe of commons %\ . .;, 

Written in the Year 1731. 

OLD Latimer preaching did fairly de- 
fcribe 
A bifhop, who rul'd all the reft of his tribe; 
And who is this bifhop ? and where does he 

dwell? 
Why truly 'tis Satan, arch-bimop of hell. 
And HE was a primate, and HE wore a 

mitre 
Surrounded with jewels of fulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this bifhop our bifhops refem- 

bles! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who 

trembles, 

• See confiderations on this bill in Vol. X. 

Coud 
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Gou'd you fee his grim grace, for a pound 
to a penny, 

You'd fwear it muft be the baboon oi&^jT;/ 

Poor Satan will think the companion odi- 
ous: 

I wifh I could find him out one more com- 
modious. 

But this I am fure, the mofl rev rend old 
dragon 

Has got on the bench many b*^s fuf- 
fragan; 

And all men believe he prefides there in- 
fog. 

To give them by turns an invifible jog. 

Our b^«s puft up with wealth and 

with pride 
To hell on the backs of the clergy would 

ride. 
They mounted and labour'd with whip 

and with fpur 
In vain — for the devil a parfon wou'd ftir. 
So the commons unhors'd them, and this 

was their doom, 
On their crofiers to ride, like a witch on a 

broom. 

R Though 
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Though they gallop'd Co faft on the road 
you may find 'em, 

And have left us but three out of twenty 
behind 'em, 

Lord Bolton s good grace, lord Car y and 
lord Howard*, 

In fpight of the devil would ftill be unto- 
ward. 

They came of good kindred, and could 
not endure, 

Their former companions fhould beg at 
their door. 

When CHRIST was betray 'd to Pilate 
the p-ector, 

Of a dozen apoftles but one prov'd a tray- 
tor: 

One traytor alone, and faithful eleven ; 

But we can afford you fix traytors in feven. * 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings 

and cleavings ! 
And the clergy forlboth muft take up 

with their leavings. 
If making divtfiom was all their intent, 
They've done it, we thank 'em, but not as 

they meant ; 

* Archbifhop of Cajbtll, bifhops of Killalu and Elfi*. 

And 
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And fo may fuch bifhops for ever divide, 
That no honeft heathen would be on their 

fide. 
How fliou'd we rejoice, if, like Judas the 

firft, 
Thofe fplitters of parlbns in funder jQiould 

burft? 

Now hear an allufion: A mitre you 

know 
Is divided above, but united below. 
If this you confider, our emblem is right ; 
The ba^s divide, but the clergy unite. 
Should the bottom be fplit, our b*^*«_s 

would dread 
That the mitre wou'd never flick faft on 

their head, 
And yet they have learnt the chief art of a 

fov'reign, 
As Machiavel taught 'em; divide and ye 

govern. 
But courage, my l*K2-ds ; though it cannot 

be faid 
That one cloven tongue ever fat on your 

head; 

R 2 V'^ 
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I'll hold you a groat, and I wifti I cou'd 

fee't, 
If your ftockings were off, you cou'd fliew 

cloven feet. 

But hold, cry the b^^-s j and give us 

fair play ; 
Before you condemn us, hear what we can 

fay. 
What truer affe&ions cou'd ever be fhown 
Than laving your fouls by damning our 

own? 
And have we not pracTis'd all methods to 

gain you ; 
With the tythe of the tythe of the tythe to 

maintain you ; 
Provided a fund for building you fpittals ? 
You are only to live four years without vic- 
tuals. 
Content, my good l*r>ds ; but let us change 

hands ; 
Firft take you our ty thes, and give us your 

lands. 
So God blefs the church, and three of our 

mitres ; 
And God blefs the Commons for biting the 

biters. 

To 
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To the Reverend 

Dr. SWIFT, D.S.P.D. 

With a prefent of a paper-book finely bound 
on his birth-day, November 30, 1732*. 

By the Right Hon. John Earl of Orrery. 

TO thee, dear Swift, thefe ipotlels 
leaves I fend ; 
Small is the prefent, but fincere the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care ; 
Who knows the price that thou canft make 

it bear? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrillas 

face, 
The Jpecious front mines out with borrowed 

grace ; 
Though pafte-boards glitt'ring like a tin- 

fel'd coat 
A rafa tabula within denote : 
Yet if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices mould provoke thy 

rage; 

* It was occafioned by an making him a prefent on hit 
annual cuftom, which I found birth- day. 
pcrfucd among his friends, of Qxxivr* 

R 3 if 
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If warn'd once more by their impending 

fate, 
A finking country and an injured ftate 
Thy great afliftance fhould again demand, 
And call forth rcafbn to defend the land ; 
Then mall we view thefe meets with glad 

furprize 
Inlpir'd with thought, and fpeaking to our 

eyes: 
Each vacant {pace mail then, enriched, dif- 

penfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe ; 
Inform the judgment, animate the heart, 
And facred rules of policy impart. 
Thefpangled cov'ring, bright with fplendid 

oar, 
Shall cheat the fight with empty {how no 

more: 
But lead us inward to thofe golden mines, 
Where all thy foul in native luftre mines. 
So when the eye furveys fome lovely fair, 
With bloom of beauty gracd, with fhape 

and air, » 

How is the rapture heighten'd when we 

find 
Her form excell'd by her celeftial mind! 

rerfis 
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Verfes left with a Jilver Jlandijh on the dean 
of St. Patrick's defk on his birth-day, by 
Dr. Delany. 

4 

HITHER from Mexico I came 
To ferve a prou'd lernian dame : 
Was long fubmitted to her will ; 
At length (he loft me at quadrille* 
Through various fhapes I often pafs'd, 
Still hoping to have reft at laft : 
And ftill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 
And fometimes got within his door, 
* But foon turn'd out to ferve the poor; 
Not ftrolling idlenefs to aid, 
But honeft induftry decayed. 
At length an artift purchas'd me, 
And wrought me to the fhape you fee. 



(C 
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This done, to Hermes I applied : 
O Hermes, gratify my pride j 
Be it my fate to ferve a lage, 
The greateft genius of his age ; 
That matchlefs pen let me fupply, 
Whofe living lines will never die. 



* Alluding to 500/. a year lent by the Dean, without inte- 
■eft, to poor tradeunen. 

R 4, \^J3S!k 
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I grant your fuit, the God reply 'd, 
And here he left me to refide. 

Verfes written by Dr. SWIFT occafioned 
by the foregoing prefents. 

APAPE R book is fent by Boyle, 
Too neatly gilt for me to foil. 
Delany fends a filver ftandifh, 
When I no more a pen can brandifh. 
Let both around my tomb be plac'd : 
As trophies of a mufb deceas'd : 
And let the friendly lines they writ 
In praife of long departed wit 
Be grav'd on either fide in columns, 
More to my praife than all my volumes ; 
To burft with envy, fpite, and rage, 
The Vandals of the prefent age. 

THE 

Hardjhip upon the LADIES. 
Written in the Year 1733. 

"DOOR ladies I though their bus nefs be 

•*■ to play, 

*Tis hard they mufl be bury sight and day : 
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Why fhould they want the privilege of 



men, 



Nor take fome fmall diverfions now and 

then? 
Had women been the makers of our laws ; 
(And why they were not I can fee no 

caufe ;) 
The men fhould flave at cards from morn 

to night; 
And female pleafures be to read and write. 

A LOVE SONG 

In the Modern Tafte. 
Written in the Year 1733. 

I. 

FLuttering fpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; 
I a flave in thy dominions ; 
Nature muft give way to art. 

H. 

Mild Arcadians^ ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 

See my weary days confuming 
All beneath yon flow'ry rocks. 

III. Thus 
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III. 

Thus the Cyprian gpddeis weeping 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth : 

Him the boar in filence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia tune harmonious numbers ; 

Fair difcretion firing the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever- waking flumbers : 

Bright Apollo lend thy choir. 

V. 

Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the cryftal mirrors, 
Wat'ring foft Elyfian plains. 

VI. 

Mournful cyprels, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelias brows, 

Morpheus hov'ring o'er may pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 



Vir.Meian- 
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VII. 

Melancholy fmooth meander 

Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 

With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 

VIII. 

Thus when Philomela drooping 

Softly feeks her filent mate, 
See the bird of Juno ftooping ; 

Melody refigns to fate. 

On the words Brother-Proteftants, and Fel- 
low-Chriftians, fo familiarly ufed by the 
advocates for the repeal of the Teft-Ad 
in Ireland. 

Written in the Year 1733. 

AN inundation, fays the fable, 
O'erflow'd a farmer's barn and ftable ; 
Whole ricks of hay and (lacks of corn 
Were down the fudden current born ; 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The gen'rous wheat forgot its pride, 
And M'd with litter fide by fide ; 

Uniting 
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Uniting all to mew their amity, 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new dropt hoffe*s dung, 
Mingling with apples in the throng, 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
See, brother, how we apples fwitn. 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting 

corns, 
An offer'd fee from Radcliff fcorns ; 

Not for the world we doBors, brother, 

Mufi take no fees of one another. 
Thus to a dean fome curate floven 
Subfcribes, dear Sir, your brother loving. 
Thus all the footmen, (hoe-boys, porters, 
About St. fames s, cry, we courtiers. 

Thus H e in the houfe will prate, 

Sir, we the minijlers of fiat e. 

Thus at the bar the blockhead Bettef- 

worth, 
Though half a crown o'erpays his fweat's 

worth, 
Who knows in law nor text, nor margent, 
Calls Singleton his brother ferjeant. 
And thus fanatic faints, though neither in 
Do&rine nor difcipline our brethren, 

Axe 
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Are brother Proteftants and Chriflians, 
As much as Hebrews and Philijiines ; 
But in no other fenfe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 
Lice from your body fuck their food; 
But is a loufe your flefh and blood ? 
Though born of human filth and fweat, it 
May as well be laid man did beget it. 
But maggots in your nofe and chin 
As well may claim you for their kin. 

Yet criticks may object, why not ? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made ourfwarm of feels determine 
Employments for their brother vermin. 
But be they engli/h^ irijh y fcotti/h y 
What proteftant can be fo fottifh, 
While o'er the church thefe clouds are ga- 

th'ring, 
To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Mo/eSy by divine advice, 
In Egypt turn'd the dull to lice ; 
And as our feds, by all defcriptions, 
Have hearts more harden'd than Egyptians', 
As from the trodden duft they lpring, 
And turn'd to lice infeft the king : 

For 
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For pity's lake it would be juft, 

A rod mould turn them back to dufl. 

Let folks in high or holy ftations 
Be proud of owning nich relations; 
Let courtiers hug them in their bofbm, 
As if they were afraid to lofe'em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 

Say to corruption thourt my father* 

For he, that has fo little wit 
To nourifh vermin, may be bit. 

O N 

POETRY: 

A 

RHAPSODY. 

ALL human race would fain be wits, 
And millions mifs for one that hits. 
Young s univerfal paffion, pride, 
Was never known to fpread fo wide. 
Say Britain, could you ever boaft 
Three poets in an age at moft? 
Our chilling climate hardly bears 
AJprig of bays in fifty years: 

White 
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While ev'ry fool his claim alledges, 
As if it grew in common hedges. 
What reafon can there be affign'd 
For this perverfenefs in the mind ? 
Brutes find out, where their talents lie : 
A bear will not attempt to fly ; 
A founder'd horfe will oft debate 
Before he tries a five barr'd gate: 
A dog by inftin& turns afide, 
Who fees the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, led by folly , combats nature ; 
Who, when^fo loudly cries forbear > 
With obftinacy fixes there ; 
And where his genius leaft inclines, 
Abfurdly bends his whole defigns. 

Not empire to the rifing fun 
By valour, conduct, fortune won; 
Not higheft wifdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern ftates ; 
Not fkill in fciences profound 
So large to grafp the circle round : 
Such heav'nly influence require, 
As how to ftrike the mufes lyre. 

Not beggar's brat on bulk begot ; 
Not baftard of a pedlar Scot ; 

Not 
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Not boy brought up to cleaning flxJes, 
The fpawn of Bridewell, or the flews; 
Not infants dropt, the fpurious pledges 
Oigipjies litt'ring under hedges, 
Are fo difqualify'd by fate 
To rife in churchy or law y orftate y 
As he, whom Phcebus in his ire 
Hath blafted with poetic fire. 

What hope of cuftom in the fair, 
While not a foul demands your ware? 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life, or publick ufe? 
Court, city, country want you not : 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets law makes no provifion : 
The wealthy have you in derifion ; 
Of ftate affairs you cannot fmatter ; 
Are aukward, when you try to flatter j 
Your portion, taking Britain round, 
* Was juft one annual hundred pound ; 
Now not fo much as in remainder, 
Since Cibber brought in an attainder ; 
For ever fixt by right divine 
(A monarch's right) on Grubftreet\mt. 

* Paid to the poet laureat, w'.iich place was given to Mr. 
Ce/Ay Cibber, a player. 
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Poor ftarv'ling bard, how fmall thy 
gains! 
How unproportion'd to thy pains! 
\nd here zjimile comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to fatten, 
The guefts in lefs than half an hour 
iVill more than half a (core devour. 
Jo after toiling twenty days 
To earn a ftock of pence and praife, 
Thy labours, grown the critick's prey, 
Vre fwallow'd o'er a difh of tea; 
jone to be never heard of more, 
jone where die chickens went before. 

How fliall a new attempter learn 
)f difPrent fpirits to difcern, 
Vnd how diftinguim which is which, 
The poet's vein, or fcribling itch ? 
Then hear an old experienc'd {inner, 
nftru&ing thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf, and if you find 
I pow'rful impuhe urge your mind, 
mpartial judge within your breaft 
Vhat fubjecT: you can manage beft ; 
Vhether your genius moft inclines 
To latyre, praife, or hum'rous lines, 

S to 
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To elegies in mournful tone, 

Or prologue fent from hand unknown. 

Then rifing with Auroras light, 

The mufe invok'd, fit down to write; 

Blot out, correct, infert, refine, 

Enlarge, diminifh, interline; 

Be mindful, when invention fails, 

To fcratch your head, and bite your nails 

Your poem finifh'd, next your care 
Is needful to tranfcribe it fair. 
In modern wit all printed trafti is 
Set off with num'rous breaks— and daJhes.-~ 

To ftatefmen would you give a wipe, 
You print it in italick type. 
When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 
'Tis ten to one the wit efcapes; 
But when in capitals expreft, 
The dulleft reader fmoaks the jeft: 
Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modifii drefr, 
Correctly fitted for the prefs, 

CflBBR 
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Convey by penny-poft to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into't. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the coil, 
You need not fear your labour loft: 
And how agreeably furpriz'd 
Are you to fee it advertis'd ! 
The hawker {hews you one in print, 
As frefh as farthings from the mint : 
The product of your toil and fweating ; 
A baftard of your own begetting. 

Be fure at Wills the following day 
Lie fnug, and hear what criticks fay. 
And if you find the gen'ral vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, 
Damns all your thoughts as low and little, 
Sit ftill, and fwallow down your fpittle. 
Be filent as a politician, 
For talking may beget fufpicion : 
Or praife the judgment of the town, 
And help yourfelf to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride, 
Nor argue on the weaker fide, 
For poems read without a name 
We juftly praife, or juftly blame; 
And criticks have no partial views, 
Except they know whom the^ afoafe*. 

S 2 fcok 
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And fince you ne'er provok'd their fpight, 
Depend upon't their judgment's right. 
But. if you blab you are undone : 
Confider what a rifle you run : 
You lofe your credit all at once ; 
The town will mark you for a dunce; 
The vileft doggrel Grubftreet fends 
Will pafs for yours with foes and friends; 
And you muft bear the whole difgrace, 
Till fome frefh blockhead takes your place. 

Your fecret kept, your poem funk, 
And fent in quires to line a trunk, 
If ftill you be difpos'd to rhyme, 
Go try your hand a fecond time. 
Again you fail ; yet fafe's the word ; 
Take courage and attempt a third. 
But firft with care employ your thoughts, 
Where criticks mark'd your former faults : 
The trivial turns, the borrow'd wit, 
The jimilies that nothing fit ; 
The cant which ev'ry fool repeats, 
Town-jefts, and coffee-houfe conceits ; 
Defcriptions tedious, flat and dry, 
And introdue'd the lord knows why : 
Or where we find your fury fet 
Againft the harrnlefs alphabet; 

On 
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_/ii a's and b's your malice vent, 

While readers wonder whom you meant ; 

A publick or a private robber, 

kjlatefman, or a fouth-fea y<?^r; 

A prelate who no God believes; 

A parliament or detn of thieves ; 

A pick-purfe at the bar, or bench, 

A duchefs, or a fuburb wench: 

Or oft when epithets you link 

In gaping lines to fill a chink; 

Like ftepping-ftones to fave a ftride 

In ftreets where kennels are too wide ; 

Or like a heel-piece, to fupport 

A cripple with one foot too fhort ; 

Or like a bridge, that joins amarifh 

To moorlands of a diff'rent parim. 

So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 

Drag difFrent ways in miry grounds. 

So geographers in Afrk maps 

With favage pictures fill their gaps, 

And o er unhabitable downs. 

Place elephants for want of towns. 

But though you mifs your third eflay, 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now afide all thoughts of fame, 
To ipring more profitable game. 

S3 Yto^ 
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From party merit feek fupport; 
The vileft verfe thrives beft at court. 
A pamphlet in Sir BoVs defence 
Will never fail to bring in pence : 
Nor be concernd about the fale, 
He pays his workmen on the nail. 

A prince the moment he is crown'd. 
Inherits ev'ry virtue round, 
As emblems of the fov'reign pow'r, 
Like other bawbles in the tow'r : 
Isgen'rous, valiant, juft, and wife, 
And fo continues till he dies: 
His humble fenate this profefles 
In all their fpeecbes, votes, addreffes i 
But once you fix him in a tomb, 
His virtues fade, his vices bloom ; 
And each perfection, wrong imputed, 
Is fully at his death confuted. 
The loads of poems in his pfaife 
Afcending make one funeral-blaze: 
As foon as you can hear his knell, 
This God on earth turns d—lm. hell : 
And lo ! his minifters of ftate, 
Transform'd to imps, his tevee wait ; 
Where in the fcehes of endlefe woe 
They ply their former arts below j 

An 
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And, as they fail in Charon s boat, 
Contrive to bribe the judge's vote; 
To Cerberus they give a fop 
His triple-barking mouth to flop ; 
Or in the iv'ry gate * of dreams 
Project excife and South- fea fchemes ; 
Or hire their party-pamphleteers 
To fet Elyjium by the ears. 

Then poet, if you mean to thrive, 
Employ your mufe on kings alive ; 
With prudence gath'ring up a clufter 
Of all the virtues you can mufter, 
Which form'd into a garland Iweet 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet ; 
Who, as the odours reach his throne, 
Will fmile, and think 'em all his own ; 
For law and go/pel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine. 
(I mean the oracles of both, 
Who fhall depole it upon oath.) 
Your garland in the following reign, 
Change but the name's, will do again. 

But if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which feldom is the dunce's cafe) 

• Sunt gtmn* fmni f*rtte % rtt. 
JDura tandtntif*rft£l0 miens tltpkcmtt, 

S 4. **>&.- 
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Put on the critick's brow, and fit 
At WiWs the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a ihrug, a fcomful fmile, 
With caution us'd, may ferve a while* 
Proceed no further in your part, 
Before you learn the terms of art ; 
For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern criticks jargon : 
Then talk with more authentick face 
Of unities^ in time and place ; 
Get fcraps of Horace from your friends, 
And have them at your fingers ends ; 
\>Z2X\\Ariftotle s rules by rote, 
And at all hazards boldly quote j 
Judicious Rymer oft review, 
Wife Dennis, and profound Bojfu. 
Read all the prefaces of Dryden, 
For thefe our criticks much confide iri, 
(Though meerly writ at firft for filling 
To raife the volume's price a (hilling.) 

A forward critick often dupes us 
With fham quotations * peri hupjous ; 
And if we have not read Longinus % 
Will magisterially out-fhine us. 



* A fanwit treatife cf Ltnglnut. 

Thei 
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Then, left with Greek he over-run ye, 
Procure the book for love or money, 
Translated from Boileaus translation *, 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Wills you hear a poem read, 
Where Battus from the table-head, 
Reclining on his elbow-chair, 
Gives judgment with decifive air ; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle fubmits. 
He gives directions to the town 
To cry it up, or run it down; 
Like courtiers , when they fend a note, 
Inftru&ing members how to vote. 
He lets the ftamp of bad and good, 
Though not a word be understood. 
Your leflbn learnt, you'll be Secure 
To get the name of conmijfeur : 
And when your merits once are known, 
Procure diSciples of your own. 
For poets (you can never want 'em) 
Spread through + Augufia Trimbaniutn y 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 
Amount to juft nine thouSand Souls : 

* By Mr. Wtljlti. f The ancient name of Lmdon. 

Thefe 
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Thefe o'er their proper diftriSs govern, 

Of wit ond humour judges fov'reign. 

In ev'ry ftreet a city-bard 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 

His indifputed rights extend 

Through all the lane, from end to end ; 

The neighbours round admire his Jhretvd- 

nefs 
For fong9 of loyalty and lewdntfs ; 
Out-done by none in rhyming well, 
Although he never learnt to fpell. 

Two bordering wits contend for glory ; 
And one is whig, and one is tory : 
And this for epics claims the bays, 
And that for elegiac lays : 
Some fam'd for numbers loft and fmooth, 
By lovers fpoke in punch's booth : 
And fome as juftly fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown, 
And M&oius reigns o'er Ktntijb^twmz 
TigtUluS plac'd in Phtebus car 
From Ludgm mines toTimpk-iar : 
Harmdflkms Gibbtr entertains 
The court with annual birth-day {trains-; 

• Whence 
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Whence Gay was banifh'd in difgf ace, 
Where Pope will never fhdw his face ; 
Where T — g muft torture his invention 
To flatter knaves, or lofe his penfton. 

But thefe are not a thoufandth pan 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each his proper ftation, 
And all in due fubordination j 
Through ev'ry alley to be found, 
In garrets high or under ground : 
And when they join their ptricranks) 
Out fkips a book of tnjfcellanks. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that ev'ry creature 
Lives in aftate of war by nature. 
The greater for the fmalleft watch, 
But meddle feldom with their match. 
A whale of moderate fize will draw 
A fhoal of herrings down his maw* 
•A fox with geefe his belly crams, 
A wolf deftroys a thouiand lambs. 
But fearch among the rhyming race* 
The brave are worried by the bafe. 
If on Parnuffus top you fit, 
You rarely bite, are always bit. 
Each poet of inferior fife* 
On you lhaU rail arid ctitirffe ; 

An<r 
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And ftrive to tear you limb from limb, 
While others do as much for him. 

The vermin only teafe and pinch 
Their foes fuperior by an inch. 
So, nat'ralifts oblerve, a flea, 
Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey, 
And thefe have fmaller ftill to bite 'em, 
And (6 proceed ad infinitum. 
Thus ev'ry poet in his kind 
Is bit by him that comes behind : 
Who though too little to be feen, 
Can teafe, and gall, and give the fpleen ; 
Call dunces fools, and fons of whores, 
Lay Grubfireet at each other's doors ; 
Extol the Greek and Roman matters, 
And curfe our modern poetafters. 
Complain, as many an ancient bard did, 
How genius is no more rewarded; 
How wrong a tafte prevails among us; 
How much bur anceftors out-fung us ; 
Can perfonate an aukward fcorn 
For thole who are not poets born ; 
And all their brother dunces lafh, 
Who croud the prefs with hourly trafh. 

O Grubfireet J how do I bemoan thee, 
Whole gracclcfs children fcorn to own thee! 

Their 
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Their filial piety forgot, 
Deny their country like a Scot ; 
Though by their idiom and grimace 
They foon betray their native place: 
Yet thou haft greater caufe to be 
Afham'd of them, than they of thee^ 
Degenerate from their ancient brood, 
Since firft the court allow'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty ftill, 
To purchafe fame by writing ill. 
From Flecknoe down to Howard 's time, 
How few have reach'd the lowfublitnet 
For when our high-born Howard died, 
Blackmore alone his place fupplied: 
And left a chafm mould intervene, 
When death had finifh'd Blackmore s reign, 
The leaden crown devolv'd to thee, 
Great * poet of the hollow-tree. 
But ah I how unfecure thy throne ! 
A thoufand bards thy right difown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common-weal ; 
And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal priv'lege to defcend. 

• Lord Grimftm, author of a play called Lore In an Hollow 
Tree. 
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In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants to notes in cheefe, 
Than what a curious eye may trace 
In creatures of the rhyming race. 
From bad to worfe, and worfe they fall ; 
But who can reach the worft of all ? 
For though in nature depth and height 
Are equally held infinite, 
In poetry the height we know ; 
'Tis only infinite below. 
For inftance : when you ralhly think, 
No rhymer can like Welfied^ fink, 
His merits ballanc'd, you {hall find, 
The laureat % leaves him far behind. 
Ctmcannen, more afpiring bard, 
Soars downwards deeper by a yard. 
Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops, 
The reft purlue as thick as hops. 
With heads to points the gulph they enter, 
Link'd perpendicular to the center ; 
And as their heels-elated rife, 
Their heads attempt the nether ikies. 

O, what indignity and fhame, 
To proftitute the mufe's name I 

f Vide The treatife on the inferted Mr. Ful£ng; for 

Profound, and Mr *Pop*'s Dun- whofe ingenious writings the 

(ki, fuppofai author hatk aMntfcft* 

1 In fomc edimons, '.r.Heii ^^^catcfteem. 
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By flatt'ring*<9*-whom heajr'n iefiga'd 
The plagues and icourgesof mankind ; 
Bred up in ignorance and {loth, 
And ev'ry vice that nurfes boA. 

Fair Britain in thy monarch bleft, 
Whofe virtues bear the ftri&eft teft ; 
Whom neverfaSfioncoud beJpatter, 
Nor minifier nor poet flatter. 
What juftice in rewarding meritl 
What magnanimity of fpirit ! 
What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and facei 
Though peace with olive bind his hands, 
Confeft the conqu'ring hero ftands, 
* HydafpeSy Indus, and the Ganges, 
Dread from his hand impending changes. 
From him the Tartar, and Cbimfe 9 ' . 
T Short by the knees intreat for peace. 
The confort of his throne and bed 
A perfect goddefs born and bred. 
Appointed fbv'reign judge to fit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit 

* —Stftr ft GoromanUu «t him 
Pit/tret imptrium, ttc. 

Jem nunc tt Cafoia rtgns 
Rtfptnfis htrrtni D'tvum y ttc, 

+ ■ I'm G tmkumimr, tk» 
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Our deleft hope, div'mc lulus, 

(Late, very late, O, may he rule us !) 

What early manhood has he mown, 

Before his downy beard was grown ! 

Then think, what wonders will be done 

By going on as he begun, 

An heir for Britain to fecure 

As long as fun and moon endure. 

The remnant of the royal blood, 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 
Bright goddefles, in number five ; 
Duke William^ fweeteft prince alive. 

Now ling the minifter offtate, 
Who mines alone without a mate. 
Obferve with what majeftick port 
This Atlas Hands to prop the court : 
Intent the publick debts to pay 
Like prudent * Fabius by delay. 
Thou great vicegerent of the king, 
Thy praifes ev'ry mufe fhall fing ! 
In all affairs thou fole director, 
Of wit and learning chief protector ; 
Though fmall the time thou haft to fpare, 
The church is thy peculiar care. 

* Unus bema nobis cuo&Uido reftitmt tmu. ■ 

^ ot 
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Of pious prelates what a ftock 
You chufe to rule the fable flock ? 
You raife the honour of the peerage 
Proud to attend you at the fteerage. 
You dignify the noble race, 
Content yourfelf with humbler place. ; 
Now learning, valour, virtue, lenfe, 
To titles give the fole pretence. 
St. George beheld thee with delight 
Vouchfafe to be an azure knight, 
When on thy breaft and fides herculean 
He fixt the far and firing cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever fuch a conftellation ! 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs and Gays y 
And tune your harps, and ftrow your bays: 
Your panegyricks here provide : 
You cannot err on flatt'ry's fide. 
Above the ftars exalt your ftyle^ 
You ftill are low tenthoufand mile. 
On Lewis all his bards beftow'd 
Of incenfe many a thoufand load; 
But Europe mortified his pride, 
And fwore the fawning rafcals ly'd. 
Yet what the world refus'd to Lewis 
Applied to George exaftly true is. 
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Exactly true ! invidious poet ! 
'Tis fifty thoufand times below it. 

Tranflate me now fome lines, if you can, 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
They could all pow'r in heav'n divide, 
And do no wrong to either fide: 
They teach you how to fplit a hair, 
* Give^22and Jwe an equal fhare. 
Yet, why mould we be lae'd fo ftraight? 

I'll give my butter-weight. 

And reafon good ; for many a year 

jfove never intermeddled here : 

Nor though his priefts be duly paid, 

Did ever we defire his aid : 

We now can better do without him, 

Since Woolfton gave us arms to rout him. 

***** Cxtera deftderantur. * * * * * 

• Divifum impcrium cum Jove Cae&t habit. 
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LEGION CLUB. * 

AS I ftrole the city, oft I 
See a building large and lofty, 
Not a bow-fhot from the college, 
Half the globe from fenfe and knowledge; 
By the prudent architect 
Plac'd againft the church direcl:, 
Making good my grandame's jeft, 
•f- Near the church you know the reft. 

* I have written a very were added, and in Letter 3§, 

mafterlv poem on the legion that there were 50 different 

club — it is 240 lines. copies; but this confifts of juft 

Sxm/i's Letters, Letter 36. 240 lines, and has every other 

mark of a genuine copy. 
The dean complains in Let- t The nearer the church 

tcr 37 that other characters the farther from God. 

T a ^^ 
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Tell us, what the pile contains ? 
Many a "head that holds no brains. 
Thefe demoniacks let hie dub 
With the name of Legion club ; 
Such auemblies you might fwear 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
Such a nofe, and fuch haranguing, 
When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout, and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear jack-pudden gabble ; 
Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far lefs villain s nofe. . 

Could I from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 
While the devil upon the roof 
(If the devil be thunder-prcof ) 
Should with poker fiery red 
Crack the ftones, and melt the lead j 
Drive them down on ev'ry fcull, 
While the den of thieves is full ; 
Quite deftroy that harpies ncft, 
How might then our ifle be bleft I 
For divines allow, that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod, 
And the gofpel will inform us, 
He can punuh fins enormous. 
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Yet mould Swiff endow the fchools 
For his lunatich and fools 
With a rood or two of land, 
I allow the pile may (land: 
You perhaps will afk me, why fo ? 
But it is with this provifo, 
Since the houfe is like to laft, 
Let the royal grant be pafs'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Each within his proper cell, 
With a pafiage left to creep in, 
And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in, 
Sell the nation for a pin; 
While they fit a picking draws, 
Let them rave at making laws; 
While they never hold their tongue, 
Let them dabble in their dung ; 
Let them form a grand committee. 
How to plague and ftarve the city ; 
Let them ftare, and ftorm, and frown, 
When they fee a clergy gown ; 
Let them, e'er they crack a loufe, 
Call for th'orders of the houfe ; 
Let them with their gofling quills 
Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills. 

T 3 NU 
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We may, while they ftrain their throats, 
Wipe our a — s with their votes. 

Let * Sir T#M m, that rampant afs, 
Stuff his^utsteh flax and grafs ; 
But before the prieft he fleeces 
Tear the bible all to pieces : 
At the parfons, 7bm, holloo, boy, 
Worthy offspring of a fhoe-boy, 
Footman, traytor, vile feducer, 
Perjur'd rebel* brib'd accufer ; 
Lay thy paultry privilege ande, 
Sprung frompapifts, and a regicide; 
Fall a working like a mole, 
Raife the dirt about your hole. 

Come, afliftme, mufe obedient, 
Let us t try fome new expedient ; 
Shift the fcene for half an hour, 
Time and place are in thy pow'r. 
Thither, gentle mufe, condud me; 
I fhall aik and you inftrud me. 

See, the mufe unbars the gate! 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate! 

• Sir Tbomat P&faptf a and fon to the informer of tta 
PJk<* C<ttM^t of Inland, name. 

Al 
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f All ye Gods, who rule the foul, 
Styx, through hell whofe waters roll I 
Let me be allow'd to tell 
What I heard in yonder hell. 

X Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crouded round with antick ihapes, 
Poverty, and grief, and care, 
Caufelefs joy, and true defpair, 
Difcord periwig'd with (hakes. 
See the dreadful (bides (he takes. 

By this odious crew befet 
I began to rage and fret, 
§ And refolv'd to break their pates, 
E'er we enter'd at the gates j 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper'd me, lay down your flick. 
What, faid I, is this the mad-houfe f 
Thefe, /he anfwer'd, are but fhadows, 
Phantoms bodilefs and vain, 
Empty virions of the brain. 

f Di, quibus imptrium tfi 'animanun, ttc. 

Sit mibifas audita bqtti. Virg. Lib. V ' . 

X Vtjlibulum ante ipfum, ttt. lb:.; 

$ El ni dtifa coma, ttt. ll>i>> 
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* In the porch Briareus ftands, 
Shews a bribe in all his hands j 
Briareus the fecretary, 
But we mortals call him C ar ~* - y * 
When the rogues their country fleece, 
They may hope for pence a-piece. 

CliOy who had been fo wife 
To put on a fool's difguife 
To befpeak fome approbation, 
And be thought a near relation, 
When fhe law three hundred brutes 
All involv'd in wild difputes, 
Roaring 'till thefc lungs were fpent 
Privilege of Parliament, 
Now a new misfortune feels, 
Dreading to be laid by th' heels. 
Never durft a mufe before 
Enter that infernal door ; 
Clio ftifled with the fmell 
Into fpleen and vapours fell, 
By thzjiygian fleams that flew 
From the dire infectious crew. 
Not the flench of lake Avernus 
Could have more offended her nofe; 

- • Et ctntumgtminus Briareus, etc, Virg.Lib.VI. 

"Had 
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Had (he flown but o'er the top, 
She had felt her pinions drop, 
And by exhalations dire, 
Though a gotfdefs, mu ft. expire. 
In a fright fhe crept away ; 
Bravely I refolv'd to flay. 

When I few the keeper frown, 
Tipping him with half a crown, / 

Now, faid I, we are alone, 
Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur'd brawler, 
Is it Satan f no 'tis Wa&*-r. 
In what figure can a bard drefs 
Jack the grandfon of Sir H**2i&s? 
Honeft keeper drive him further, 
In his looks are hell and murther ; 
See the {cowling vifege drop, ' 

Juft as when he murther'd T- jf>. 

Keeper, fhew me where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks ; 
By their Ian thorn jaws and leathern, 
You might fwear they both are brethren ; 
Dick Fitz Baker ) Dick the player, 
Old acquaintance, are you there? 

Dear 
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Dear companions, hug and kifs, 
Toaft old glorious in your pifs. 
Tie 'em, keeper, in a tether, 
Let 'em ftarve and ftink together ; 
Both are apt to be unruly, 
La(h 'em daily, la(h 'em duly; 
Though 'tis hopelefs to reclaim them, 
Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 

Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke, 
Sweetly fnoring in his cloak. 
Who is he? 'Tis humdrum W-4****ne 
Half encojnpafs'd by his kin : 
There obferve the tribe of B J *f-b~<*—m i 
For he never fails to bring 'em ; 
While he fleeps the whole debate, 
They fubmiffive round him wait ; 
Yet would gladly fee .the hunks 
In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 
See, they gently twitch his coat, 
Juft to yawn and give his vote, 
Always firm in his vocation, 
For the Coccfc., againft the N^^a^ 

Thbfe are A s Jack and Bob y 

Firft in every wicked job, 
Son and brother to a queer 
Brainlick brute, they call a peer. 

W< 
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We muft give them better quarter,' ' -'- 
For. their anceftor trod mortar, :, 

And at H th to boaft his fame, 

On a chimney cut his name— ; 

There fit C--nts y D~ks> and -#"-- #, * 
How they fwagger from mep^a^rifbrn .: 
Suqh a triplet could you tell ,.„,',.. •.."..; 
Where to find on l&is fide hfijlf, ,■ 
H — n> and D — hs 3 and /£—- -$H% I J. .. 
Keeper, fee they have their ^yaj^s, ..; 
Every mifchiefs.in their hearts } 
If they fail, 'tis wspt of part§. • ; .• . 

Blefs us, M—~ttf art thou mere man ?, ' 
Blefs mine eyes! art thou the chairman*! * 
Chairman to your damn'd committee I 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful fight ! what learned M-~—n ^ 
Metamorphos'd to a Gorgon J 
For thy horrid look^, I own, 
Half convert me.to a ftone: - 

Haft thou been fo long at fchopl 
Now to turn a factious tool? 
Alma mater was tjiy mother, 
Ev'ry young divine thy brother.' 
Thou, a difbbedient variety 
Treat thy mother like a harlot \ 
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Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who are all grown rev'rend preachers 
M — , would it not furprize one ? 
Turn thy nourifhment to poifbn! 
When you walk among your books, 
They reproach you with their looks ; 
Bind them faft, or from their fhelves 
They will come, and right themfelves: 
Homer* Plutarch^ Virgil^ F/accus, 
All in arms prepare to back us : 
Soon repent, or put to flaughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 
Will you in your faction's phrafe 
Send the clergy all to graze ; 
And to make your project pafs, 
Leave them not a blade of grafs? 

How I want thee, hum'rous HogarthX 
Thou, I hear a pleafant rogue art ; 
Were but you and I acquainted, 
Ev'ry monfter fhould be painted: 
You fhould try your graving tools 
On this odious group of fools ; 
Draw the beafts as I defcribe them 
From their features, while I gibe them ; 
Draw them like, for I affure ye, 
You will need no carcatura j 

Draw 
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Draw them fo, that we may trace 
All the foul in ev'ry Bee. 

Keeper, I muft now retire, ] 
You have done what I defire : 
But I feel my fpirits fpent 
With the noife, the fight, the lcent. 
Pray be patient ', you pall find 
Half the befiareftill behind: 
You have hardly feen afcore y 
I canjhew two hundred more. 
Keeper, I have feen enough. 
Taking then a pinch of fhuff, 
I concluded, looking round 'em, 
May their God, thed /, confound* em* 

* AN 

APOLOGY, etc. 

AL AD Y wife as well as fair, 
Whofe confeience always was her care, 
Thoughtful upon a point of moment, ' 
Wou'd have the text as well as comment : 
So hearing of a grave divine, 
She fent to bid him come and dine. 
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But you muft know he was not qwfoe 

So grave as to be impolite ; 

Thought human learning woud not lefTen 

The dignity of his profeffion ; 

And if you'd heard the man difcouffe, 

Or preach, you'd like him fcarce the worie. 

He long had bid the court farewel, 

Retreating filent to his cell ; 

Sufpected for the love he bore 

To one, who fway'd fome time before ; 

Which made it more furprifing how 

He mould be fent for thither now. 

The meflage told, he gapes, and (lares, 
And fcarce believes his eyes, or ears. 
Could not conceive what it mould mean, 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the 'fquire fo trim and nice, 
'Twere rude to make him tell it twice ; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour : 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver brufh'd, his fhoes and gown, 
Away he trudges into town; 
Pafles the lower caftle yard, 
And now advancing to the guard, 
He trembles at the thoughts of ftate; 
For comcious of his fheepifh gait 

His 
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His {pints of a fudden fail'd him^ 

He ftop'd, and could not tell what aiFd hitos 

What was the meffage I receiv'd ? 
Why certainly the captain rav'd? 
To dine with her ! and come at three ! 
Impoflible ! it can't be me. 
Or may be I miftook the word; 
My lady it muft be my lord. 

My lord's abroad ; my lady too : 
What muft th' unhappy doctor do? 
Is* captain Crach'rode here^ frayf — no. 
Nay then 'tis time for me to go* 
Am I awake, or do I dream ? 
I'm fure he call'd me by my name ; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak, 
And yet there muft be fome miftake. 
Why what a jeft fhou'd I have been 
Had now my lady been within. 
What could I've {aid ? I'm mighty glad 
She went abroad— fhe'd thought me mad. 
The hour of dining now is paft ; 
Well then I'll e'en go home and faft ; 
And fince I 'fcap'd being made a fcorr*, 
.1 think I'm very fairly off. 

* The gentleman who brought the meflagc. 

My 
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My lady now returning home 
Calls, Crach 1 rode, is the doclor comet 

•He had not heard of him prayfee t 

9 7ts now a quarter after three. 

The captain walks about, and fearches 

Through all the rooms, and courts, and 

arches; 
Examines all the fervants round, 
In vain — rno doctor's to be found. 
My lady could not chufe but wonder : 
Captain, I fear you ve made feme blunder : 

But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 
Til try his manners once again ; 
Ifrudenefs be th y ejfeSl of knowledge, 
My fan fttall never fee a college, 

The captain was a man of reading, 
And much good fenfe as well as breeding, 
"Who, loth to blame, or to incenfe, 
Said little in his own defence : 
Next day another meffage brought; 
The doctor frighten'd at his fault, 
Is drefs'd, and ftealing through the crowd, 
Now pale as death, then blufh'd and bow'd, 
Panting—and faultring— humm'd and ha'cL 
Her ladyjhip was gone abroad ' % 
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$%e captain too— he did not know 

Whether he ought to flay or go. 

Beg'd fhe'd forgive him. In conclufion 

My lady, pitying his confufion, 

Call'd her good nature to relieve him ; 

Told him (he thought fhe might believe 

him; 
And wou'd not only grant his fuit, 
But vifit him and eat fome fruit ; 
Provided, at a proper time 
He told the real truth in rhyme. 
'Twas to no purpofe to oppofe, 
She'd hear of no excufe in profe. 
The do&or flood not to debate, 
Glad to compound at any rate ; 
So bowing, feemingly comply 'd ; 
Though if he durft he had denied. 
But firft refolv'd to mew his tafte 
Was too refin'd to give a feaft : 
He'd treat with nothing that was rare, 
But winding walks and purer air ; 
Wou'd entertain without expence, 
Or pride, or vain magnificence ; 
For well he knew to fuch a gueft 
The plained meals muft be the beft. 
To ftomachs clog'd with coftly fare 
Simplicity alone is rare; 

U Whilft 
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Whilfthigh, and nice, and curious meats, 

Are really but vulgar treats: 

Inftead of fpoils oiperjian looms, 

The coftly boafts of regal rooms, 

Thought it more courtly and difcreet 

To fcatter rofes at her feet ; 

Rofes of richeft dye, that fhone 

With native luftre, like her own : 

Beauty that needs no aid of art 

Through every fenfe to reach the heart. 

The gracious dame, though well (he knew 

All this was much beneath her due, 

Lik'd every thing— at lead thought fi{_ 

To praife it par maniere d acquit. 

Yet me, though feeming pleas'd, can t bear 

The fcorching tun, or chilling air 

Difturb'd alike at both extremes, 

Whether he (hews or hides his beams: 

Though feeming pleas'd at all me fees 

Starts at the ruffling of the trees; 

And fcarce can fpeak for want of breath, 

In half a walk fatigu'd to death. 

The doctor takes his hint from hence, 

T'apologife his late offence : 

" Madam, the mighty powV of ufe 

" Now ftrangcly pleads in my excufe. 



(C 
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tc If you unus'd have fcarcely ftrength 

u To gain this walk's untoward length 5 

u If frighten'd at a fcene fo rude, 

ct Through long difufe of folitude ; 

%l If long confin'd to fires and fcreens 

tc You dread the waving of thefe greens ; 

' l Ifyou, who long have breath'd the fumes 

c Of city fogs and crowded rooms, 

' Do now folicitoufly Aran 

* The cooler air, and dazzling fun ; 

4 If his majeftick eye you flee, 

1 Learn hence t'excufe and pity me. 

1 Confider what it is to bear 

1 The powder'd courtier's witty fneer ; 

1 To fee th'important man of drefs 

c Scoffing my college aukwardnefs, 

1 To be the ftrutting cornet's fport; 

1 To run the gauntlet of the court, 

{ Winning my way by flow approaches, 

1 Through crouds of coxcombs and of 

" coaches, 
1 From the firft fierce cockaded centry, 
1 Quite through the tribe of waiting gcn- 

" try; 
! To pafs fo many crowded ftages, 
And (land the flaring of your pages; 

U 2 " And, 
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* { And, after all, to crown my fplecn, 
*' Be told — -you are not to bejeen, 
" Or, if you are, be fbrc'd to bear 
" The awe of your majeftick air. 
" And can I then be faulty found 
" In dreading this vexatious round? 
" Can it be ftrange, if I efchew 
" A fcene fo glorious and fo new? 
" Or is he criminal that flies 
The living luftre of your eyes ? 



cc 



NEW SIMILE 

FOR THE 

LADIES. 

By Dr. SHERIDAN. 

Written in the Year 173 1. 

T often try'd in vain to find 
-*- A Jimile for woman kin, 
KJitnik I mean to fit 'em, 
In every circumftance to hit *em. 
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Through every beaft and bird I went, 
I ranfack'd ev'ry element, 
And after peeping through all nature 
To find fo whimfical a creature, 
A c/<wo/prefented to my view, 
And ftrait this parallel I drew : 

Clouds turn with ev'ry wind about, 
They keep us in fufpence and doubt, 
Yet oft perverfe, like woman-kind, 
Are feen to feud againft the wind ; 
And are not women juft the fame? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under, 
When bellowing they dilcharge their thun- 
der; 
So when th' alarum-bell is rung, 
Of* Xantts everlafting tongue, 

The 

# Xa uti, a nick-name for thofe of the prefent age, who 

Xantippe, that fcold of glo- are pofTcfs'd of the like lauda- 

rious memory, who never let ble talents : for I will confefs, 

poor Socrates have one mo- that I know three in the city 

tnent's peace of mind, yet with of Dublin no way inferior to 

unexampled patience he bore Xantippe, but that they have 

her pclrilcntial tongue. I (hall not as great men to work upon. 

beg the ladies pardon, if I in- When a friend afked So- 

fert a few paflages concerning crates, bow he could bear 

tier, and at the fame time F the fcolding of his wife Xan- 

aflurc them, it is not to lefien TIPPH, he retorted, and afked 

\ u 3 
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The hufband dreads its loudnefs more 
Than lightning's flafli, or thunder's rc 

Clouds weep as they do, without pj 
And what are tears but womens rain? 

The clouds about the welkin roam, 
And ladies never {lay at home. 

The clouds build caftles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair ; 
For all the fchemes of their forecaftinj 
Are not more {olid, nor more lafting. 



him, how he could bear the 
gaggling of his geefe. Ay, but 
my geefe lay eggs for me, re- 
ply 'd his friend. So doth my 
wife bear children, faid So- 
crates. Diog. Laert. 

Being afked another time by 
a friend, how he could bear 
her tongue, he faid, {he was 
of this ufe to him, that {he 
taught him to bear the imper- 
tinences of others with more 
eafe when he went abroad* 
Plut, de capund. ex bofl. utilit. 
Socrates invited his friend 
EuTHYDEMUSto fupper j 
Xantippe in great rage 
went in to them, and overfet 
|hetable;EuTHYDEMusrifing 
in a paffion to go off, my dear 
frjend ftay ? faid Socrati§, 



did not a hen do tl 
thing at your houfe t! 
day, and did I (hew 
fentment? Plut. d* i\ 
benda. 

I could give many u 
ftances of her termagar 
his philofophy, if fuch 
ceeding might not lool 
were glad of an opporti 
expofe the fair fexj 
(hew I have no fuch d 
declare, that I had mix 
{lories to tell of her b< 
to her hufband, which 
pafled over, on accouj 
great efteem which I 
ladies, efpecially thofi 
honourable ftation of 
mony. 
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A cloud is light by turns, and dark, 
Such is a lady with her fpark ; 
Now with a fudden pouting gloom 
She feems to darken all the room ; 
Again fhe's pleas'd, his fears beguil'd, 
And all is clear when me has fmil'd. 
In this they're wondroufly alike, 
(I hope thejimile will ilrike) 
Though in the darkeft dumps you view 'em, 
Stay but a moment you'll fee through 'em. 

The clouds are apt to make reflection, 
And frequently produce infection; 
So Calia with fmall provocation 
Blafts ev'ry neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy mow, 
For they, like ladies, have their beau ; 
The graveft matron will confefs, 
That fheherfelf is fond of drefs. 

Obferve the clouds in pomp array 'd, 
What various colours are difplay'd, 
The pink, the rofe, the vi'lets dye, 
In that great drawing-room the flcy ; 
How do thefe differ from out graces 
In garden-filks, brocades, and laces ? 

U4 Arc 
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Are they not fuch another fight, 
When met upon a birth-day night? 

Thec/Widelight to change their fafhion: 
Dear ladies, be not in a paflion, 
Nor let this whim to you feem ftrange, 
Who ev'ry hour delight in change. 

In them and you alike are feen 
The fullen fymptoms of the fpleen ; 
The moment that your vapours rife, 
We fee them dropping from your eyes. 

In evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fring'd with borrow'd gold, 
And this is many a lady's cafe, 
Who flaunts about in * borrow'd lace. 

Grave matrons are like clouds of fnow, 
Their words fall thick, andfoft, and flow, 
While brifk coquets, like ratling hail, 
Our ears on ev'ry fide aflail. 

Clpuds when they intercept our fight, 
Deprive us of celeftial light : 

* Not Flanders lace, but pay, as many of them did for 

gold and filvcr lace. By bor- frtnch filver lace againft the 

rowed, is meant fuch as run in Jaft birth-day. Fid. tbt fluf- 

honed tradefmen's debts for keepers bitks. 
frhat they ^ftre hot able to 

So 
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So when my Cbloe I purfue, 

No heaven befides I have in view. 

Thus, on companion you fee, 
In ev'ry Inftance they agree, 
So like, fo very much the fame, 
That one may go by Mother's name. 
Let me proclaim it then aloud, 
That ev'ry woman is a cloud. 

THE 

ANSWER. 

PRefumptuous bard ! how could you dare 
A woman with a cloud compare? 
Strange pride and infolence you (how, 
Inferior mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or fo loud as theirs ? 
Alas! our thunder foon goes out ; 
And only makes you more devout. 
Then is not female clatter worfe, 
That drives you not to pray, but curfe f 

"We hardly thunder thrice a year; 
The bolt difcharg'd, the fky grows clear : 
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But ev'ry fublunaiy dowdy, 

The more fhefcolds, the more {he's cloudy. 

Some critick may object, perhaps, 
That clouds are blam'd for giving elafs ; 
But what, alas ! are claps aetherial, 
Compar'd for mifchief to venereal ? 
Can clouds give bubo's, ulcers, blotches, 
Or from your nofes dig out notches ? 
We leave the body fweet and found ; 
We kill, 'tis true, but never wound. 

You know a cloudy flcy befpeaks 
Fair weather when the morning breaks ; 
But women in a cloudy plight 
Foretel a ftorm to laft till night. 

A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His bleffings down in fruitful fhow'rs ; 
But woman was by fate defign'd 
To pour down curfes on mankind. 

When * Syrius o'er the welkin rages, 
Our kindly help his fire aflwages ; 
But woman is a curft inflamer, 
No parifli ducking-ftool can tame her: 

• The dog-fUr. 

To 
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To kindle ftrife dame nature taught her ; 
Like fire-works me can bum in water. 

For ficklenefs how durft you blame us, 
Who for our conftancy are famous? 
You'll fee a cloud 'm gentle weather 
Keep the fame face an hour together ; 
While women, if it could be reckon'd, 
Change ev'ry feature ev'ry fecond. 

Obferve our figure in a morning, 
Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 
But can you guefs from woman's air 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enroll'd 
What honours we poflefs'd of old. 

To difappoint Ixions rape 
JOVE dreft a cloud in ycojoV (hape ; 
Which, when he had enjoy 'd, he {wore, 
No goddefs could have pleas'd him more ; 
No difference could he find between 
His cloud and Joves imperial queen : 
His cloud produc'd a race of centaurs 
Fam'd for a thoufand bold adventures; 
From us defcended ab origine. 
By learned authors call'd nubigena. 

But 
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But fay, what earthly nymph do you know, 
So beautiful to pais for Juno t 

Before JEneas durft afpire 
To court her majefty of Tyre, 
His mother beg'd of us to drefs him, 
That Dido might the more carefs him : 
A coat we gave him dy'd in grain, 
& flaxen wig, and clouded cane. 
(The wig was powder'd round with fleet, 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet) 
With which he made a tearing mow ; 
And Dido quicklyy«wtf/& d the beau* 

Among your females make inquiries, 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris ? 
With heav'nly beauty fo endow'd ? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
We drefs'd her in a gold brocade, 
Befitting Juno's fav'rite maid. 

'Tis known, that Socrates the wife 
Ador'd us clouds as deities ; 
To us he made his daily prayers, 
As Ariftophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter took all dominion, 
And dy'd defending his opinion. 

By 
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By his authority 'tis plain 
You worfhip other gods in vain, 
And from your own experience know 
We govern all things there below. 
You follow where we pleafe to guide, 
O'er all your paflions we prefide, 
Can raife them up. or fink them down, 
As we think fit to fmile or frown : 
And juft as we difpofe your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

Compare us then to female race 1 
We, to whom all the Gods give place : 
Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becaufe we dwell in higher regions : 
You find the Gods in Homer dwell 
In feas and ftreams, or low as hell : 
Ev'n yove, and Mercury his pimp, 
No higher climb than mount Ofymp, 
(Who makes you think the clouds he 

pierces ? 
He pierce the clouds / he kifs their a— es.) 
While we, o'er Teneriffa plac'd, 
Are loftier by a mile at leaft: 
And when Apollo ftruts on Pindus, 
We fee him from our kitchen windows j 



<£«. 
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Or to Parnajfus, looking down, 
Can p— fs upon his laurel crown. 

Fate never form'd the gods to Ay % 
In vehicles they mount the fky t 
When JO VE would fome fair nymph in- 
veigle, 
Me comes full gallop on his eagle. 
Though Venus be as light as air, 
She muft have doves to draw her chair* 
Apollo ftirs not out of door 
Without his lacker'd coach and four ; 
And jealous Juno ever fnarling, 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin : 
But we can fry where'er we pleafe, 
O'er cities, rivers, hills, and feas : 
From eaft to weft the world we roam, 
And in all climates are at home ; 
With care provide you as we go 
With fun-mine, rain, and hail, /or mow* 
You, when it rains, like fools believe 
J VE pifies on you through a neve , 
An idle tale, 'tis no fuch matter ; 
We only dip a fpunge in water ; 
Then fqueeze it clofe between our thumbs, 
And (hake it well, and down it comes. 



As 
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As you (hall to your forrow know; 
We'll watch your fteps where'er you go : 
And fince we find you walk a- foot, 
We'll foundly fouce your frize furtout. 

'Tis but by our peculiar grace, 
That Phoebus ever {hews his lace : 
For when we pleafe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fide : 
And then how faucily he Ihews 
His brazen face, and fiery nofe ; 
And gives himfelf a haughty air, 
As if he made the weather fair ? 

'Tis fang, wherever Calia treads, 
The vi'lets ope their purple heads ; 
The rofcs blow, the cowflip fprings ; 
'Tis fung ; but we know better things. 
'Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often p — fs upon a nettle ; 
But though we own fhe makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better ; 
While we by foft prolifick (how'rs 
Can ev'ry (pring produce you flow'rs. 

Your poets, Chloes beauty hightning, 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning ; 
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And yet I hope 'twill be allow'd, 
That lightning comes but from a cloud. 

But gods, like us, have too much fenfe 
At poets flights to take offence: 
Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compared to Venus. 

We own your verfes are melodious ; 
But fuch companions are odious. 

TIM and the FABLES. 

From the Tenth Intelligencer. 

MY meaning will be befl unravel? d> 
When Ipremifethat Tim has travelld. 
In Lucas's by chance there lay 
The fables writ by Mr. Gay. 
Tim fet the volume on a table, 
Read over here and there a. fable ; 
And found, as he the pages twirl'd, 
The monkey who had feen the world : 
(For Tonfon had, to help the fale, 
Prefixt a cut to ev'ry tale.) 

The 



\ 



TIM AND THE FABLES. 305 

The monkey was completely dreft, 

The beau in all his airs expreft. 

Itm with furprize and pleafure flaring, 

Ran to the glafs, and then comparing 

His own fweet figure with the print, 

DifHnguifh'd ev'ry feature in't, 

The twift, the fqueeze, the rump, the 
fldge an all, 

Juft as they lookt in the original. 

By fays7//», (and let a F— . 

This graver underftood his art. 

'Tis a true copy, I '11 fay that for't ; 

I well remember, when I fat for't. 

My very face, as firft I knew it ; 

Juft in this drefs the painter drew it. 

Tim, with his likencfs deeply fmitten, 

Wou'd read what underneath was writ- 
ten, 

The merry tale with moral grave. 

He now began to ftorm and rave ; 

" The curfed villain I now I fee 

" This was a libel meant at me; 

" Thofe fcriblers grow fo bold of late 

" Againft us minifters of ftate! 

" Such Jacobites as hedeferve, 

" Damme, I fay, they ought to ftarve. 

X Bear 
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JDear Tim po morefucb angry fpeeches t 
Unbutton^ and let down your breeches^ 
Tear out the tale and wipe your a , 
/ know you love to aB a farce *. 

•'Of the Xth [Inteliig.] I lines. Letters to and frtm Dr. 
writ only the verfes, and of Swift. LXI. 
thole, not the four laft flovenljr 
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ODE « the Athenian Society. 



Moor-Park^ Peb. 14, 1691* 

AS when the deluge firft began to fall, 
That mighty ebb never to flow again, 
(When this huge body's moifturc was fo great f 

It quite o'ercame the vital heat) 
That mountain which was higheft firft of all 
Appear'd above the univerfal main, 
To blefs the primitive failor's weary light; 
And 'twas perhaps Parnaji/s, if in height 

It be as great as 'tis in fame, 

And nigh to heaven as is its name : 
So after th' inundation of a war, 
When learning's little houfhold did embark 
With her world's fruitful fyftem in her facrcd 
ark, 

At the firft ebb of noife and fears, 
Pbilofophys exalted head appears : 
And the dove-mufe will now no longer flay* 
But plumes her filver wings, and flies away; 

And now a laurel wreath flic brings from far, 

To crown the happy conqueror, 

To (hew the flood begins to ceafe, 
And brings the dear reward of viftory and peace, 

X 3 II. The 
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ri. 

The eager mufe took wing upon the waves de- 
cline, 
When war her cloudy afpeft juft withdrew, 
When the bright fun of peace begau to (hiae. 
And for a while in heav'nly contemplation fat 

On the high top of peaceful Ararat ; 
And pluck'd a laurel branch (for laurel was the 

firft that grew, 
The firft of plants after the thunder, ftonn, and 
rain) 
And thence with joyful, nimble wing, 
Flew dutifully back again, 
And made an humble * chaplet for the king. 

And the dove-mufe is fled once more 
(Glad of the vi&ory, yet frighted at the war) 
And now difcovers from afar 
A peaceful and a flourilhing fhore : 
No fooner did fhe land 
On the delightful ftrand, 
Than ftrait fhe fees the country all around, 
Where fatal Neptune rul'd e'erwhile, 
Scatter'd with flow'ry vales, with fruitful gardens 
crown'd, 
And many a pleafent wood; 

* ThcOdt I writ to the king in Ireland* 



As 
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As if the unlverfal Nile 
Had rather water'd it, than drown'd 2 
It feerrts fome floating piece of paradife v 
Prefcrv'd by wonder from the flood, 
Long wand'ring through the deep, as we are told 
Fam'd Delos did of old, 
And the tranfported mufe imagin'd it 
To be a fitter birth-place; for the God* of wit, 
Or the much-talk'd oracular grove; 
When with amazing joy fhe hears 
An unknown mufick all around, 
Charming her greedy ears 
With many a heavenly fong 
Of nature and of art, of deep philofophy and 

love, 
Whilft angels tune the voice, and God infpires 
the tongue. 
In vain fhe catches at the empty found, 
In vain purfues the mufick with her longing eye, . 
And courts the wanton echoes as they fly. 

III. 

Pardon, ye great unknown, and far-exalted men, 
The wild excurfions of a youthful pen $ 

Forgive a young, and (almoft) virgin-mufe, 

Whom blind and eager curiofity 
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(Yet curiofity, they lay, 
Is in her fex a crime needs no excufe) 

Has forc'd to grope her uncouth way 
After a mighty light that leads her wand'ring eye : 
No wonder then (he quits the narrow path of 
fenfe 
For a dear ramble through impertinence ; 
Impertinence, the fcurvy of mankind. 
And all we fools, who are the greater part of it, 
Though we be of two different factions ftill, 

Both the good-natur'd and the ill, 
Yet wherefoe'er you look, you'll always find 
We join like flies, and wafps, in buzzing about 
wit. 
In me, who am of the firft fed of thefe, 
All merit, that tranfeends the humble rules 
Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe, 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 
Of admiration and of praife. 
And our good brethren of the furly feft 
Muft e'en all herd us with their kindred fools: 
For though, poffcfs'd of prefent vogue, they've 
made 
Railing a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade ; 
Yet the fame want of brains produces each effeft 

' And 
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And you whom Pluto's helm does wifely fhroud 

From us the blind and thoughtlefs croud, 
Like the fam'd hero in his mother's cloud. 
Who both our follies and impertinences fee, 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and 
me. 

IV. 
But cenfure's to be underflood 
Th' authentic mark of the ele6l, 
The public flamp heav'n fets on all that's great 
and good 
Our fhallow fearch and judgment to direft. 
The war methinks has made 
Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 
Inflead of boldly failing far to buy 
A flock of wifdom and philofophy, 

We fondly flay at home in fear 
Of ev'ry cenfuring privateer ; 
Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the 
fale, 
And felling bafely by retail. 
The wits, I mean the athcifls of the age, 
Who fain would rule the pulpit, as they do the 
flage; 
Wond'rous refiners of philofophy, 
Of morals and divinity. 

By 
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By the new modifh fyfteoi of reducing alt to fenfe, 
Againft all logick and concluding laws. 
Do own th' efie&s of providence, 
And yet deny the caufe. 

V. 

This hopeful feet, now it begins to fee 
How little, very little do prevail 

Their firft and chicfeft force 
To cenfure, to cry down, and rail, 
Not knowing what, or where, or who you be, 
Will quickly take another courfc : 
And by their never-failing ways 
Of folving all appearances they pkafe, 
We foon (hail fee them to their ancient methodj 

fall, 
And ftraight deny you to be men, or any thing 
at all. 
I laugh at the grave anfwer they will make, 
Which they have always ready ,general,and cheap* 
Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet, 
And by a fond miftake 
Perhaps imagine to be wond'rous wit* 
And think, alas, to be by mortals writ, 
Is but a croud of atoms juftling in a heap, 

Which from eternal feeds begun, 
Juftling fome thoufand years till ripened by the 
fun 5 They're 
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They're now, juft now as naturally born, 
As from the womb of earth a field of corn. 

. VI. 
But as for poor contented me, 
Who muft my weakncfs and my ignorance con- 

fefa* 
That I believe in much, I ne'er can hope to fee ; 
Methinks I'm fatisfy'd to guefs, 
That this new, noble and delightful fcene 
Is wonderfully mov'd by Ibme exalted men, 

Who have well ftudied in the world's difeafe, 
(That epidemick error and depravity, 
Or in our judgment or our eye) 
That what furpri^es us can only pleafe. 
We often fearch contentedly the whole world 
round 
To make fome great difcovery, 
And fcorn it when 'tis found. 
Juft fo the mighty Nile has fuffer'd in its fame, 

Becaufe 'tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 
We've found a little inconfid^rable head, 

That feeds the huge unequal ftream. 
Confider human folly, and youll quickly own, 

That all the praifes it can give, 
By which fome. fondly boaft they fhall for ever 
live, 
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Won't pay th' impertinence of being kriown t 
Elfe why fhdu'd the fam'd Indian king, 
Whom all the charms of an ufurped wife and 

ftate, 
With all that power unfek, courts mankind to 
be great, 
Did with new unexperienced glories wait, 
Still wear, ftill doat on his iflvifible ring? 

vn. 

Were I to form a regular thought of fame, 
Which is perhaps as hard t'imaginc right 
As to paint echo to the fight ; 
I would not draw th' idea from an empty name; 
Becaufe, alas, when we all die, 
Carelefs and ignorant pofterity, 
Although they praife the learning and the wit, 

And though the title feems to fhow 
The name and man by whom the book was 
writ, 
Yet how (hall they be brought to know, 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I ? 
Lefs fhould I dawb it o'er with tranfitory praife, 

And water-colours of thefe days : 
Thefe days ! where e'en th' extravagance of poetry 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprcfs 
Mens folly, whimfies, and inconfhtncy, 
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And by a faint defcription makes them lefs. 
Then tell us, what is fame, where fhall we fearch 

for it? 
Look where exalted virtue and religion fit 
Enthron'd with heav'nly wit, 
Look where you fee 
The greateft fcorn of learned vanity, 
(And then how much a nothing is mankind! 
Whofe reafon is weigh'd down by popular air, 
Who by that, vainly talks of baffling death $ 
And hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of 
breath, 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind :) 
And when you find out thefe, believe true fame 
is there, 
Far above all reward, yet to which all is due; 
And this, ye great unknown, is only known in 
you. 

VIII. 
The juggling fea-god, when by chance tre- 
pan'd 
By fome inftru&ed querift fleeping on the fand, 
Impatient of all anfwers, ftrait became 
A ftealing brook, ?uid ftrove to creep away 
Into his native fea. 
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Vcxt at their follies, murmur'd in his ftreain ; 
But difappointed of his fond defire, 
Would vanifh in a pyramid of fire. 
This furly, flipp'ry God, when he dtfign'd 

To furnifh his efcapes, 
Ne'er borrow'd more variety of fliapes 
Than you to pleafe and ktisfy mankind, 
And feem (almoft) transform'd to water, flame, 
and air, 
So well you anfwer all phenomena's theft : 
Though madmen and the wits, philofophers and 

fools, 
With all that fa&ious, or enthufiaftick dotards 

dream, 
And all the incoherent jargon of the fchools % 
Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and 
fhame, 
Contrive to (hock your minds with many a fenfe- 

lefs doubt ; 
Doubts where the delphick God would grope in 
ignorance and night, 
The God of learning and of light 
Would want a God * himfelf to help him out 
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IX. 
Philofophy, as it before us lies, 
Seems to have borrow'd fome ungrateful tafte 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 

From every age through which it pafs'd, 
But always with a ftronger relifti of the laft. 
This beauteous queen, by heav'n dcfign'd 
To be the great original 
For man to drefs and polilh his uncourtly mind, 
tin what mock habits have they put her fince the 
fall! 
More oft in fools and madmens hands than 
fages, 
She feems a medley of all ages, 
With a huge fardingal to fwcll her fuftian ftuff, 
A new commode, a top-knot and a ruff, 
Her face patch'd o'er with modern pedantry, 
With a long fweeping train 
Of comments and difputes, ridiculous and vain, 
All of old cut with a new die : 
How foon have you reftor'd her charms 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Dreft her again genteel and neat, 
And rather tight than great, 
How fond we are to court her to our arms ! 
How much of heav'n is in her naked looks ! 

X- Thut 
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X. 

Thus the deluding mufe oft blinds me to her 
ways, 
And ev'n my very thoughts transfers 
And changes all to beauty, and the praife 
Of that proud tyrant fex of hers. 
The rebel mufe, alas, takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart, 
And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 
To fan th' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
Ah could you, could you hope a poet for your 
friend ! 
Rather forgive what my firft tranfport faid : 
May all the blood, which fhall by woman's fcorn 
be fhed, 
Lie upon you, and on your childrens head ; 
For you (ah, did I think I e'er fhould live to fee 
The fatal time when that could be !) 
Have e'en increas'd their pride and cruelty. 
Woman feems now above all vanity grown, 
Still boafting of her great unknown 
Platonick champions, gain'd without one female 
wile, 
Or the vaft charges of a fmile ; 

Which 
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Which 'tis a fhame how much of late 
You've taught the cov'tous wretches to over- 
rate, 
And which they've now the confcience to weigh 
In the fame balance with our tears, 
And with fuch fcanty wages pay 
The bondage and flavery of years. 
Let the vain fex dream on, their empire comes 
from us, 

And had they common generofity 
They would not ufe us thus, 

Well though you've rais'd her to th!s- 

high degree, 
Ourfelves are rais'd as well as fhe ; 
And fpight of all that they or you can do, 
'Tis pride and happinefs enough to me 
Still to be of the fame exalted fex with you. 

XL 

Alas, how fleeting and how vain, 
f even the nobler man, our learning and our wit ! 
I figh whene'er I think of it : 
As at the clofing of an unhappy fcene 
Of fome great king and conqu'ror's 
death, 
When the fad melancholy mufe 
itays but to catch his utmoft breath. 

Y \^\k;;^ 
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I grieve, this nobler work moft happily begun, 
So quickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on, 
May fall at laft to intereft, folly and abufe. 
There is a noon-tide in our lives, 
Which ftill the fooner it arrives, 
Although we boaft our winter-fun looks bright, 
And foolifhly are glad to fee it at its height. 
Yet fo much fooner comes the long and gloomy 
night. 

No conqueft ever yet begun, 
And by one mighty hero carried to its height, 
E'er flourifh'd under a fucceffor or a fon$ 
It loft fome mighty pieces through all hands it 

paft, 
And vanifh'd to an empty title in the laft. 
For when the animating mind is fled, 
(Which nature never can retain, 
Nor e'er call back again) 
The body, though gigantick, lies all cold and dead. 

XII. 

And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare, 

With what unhappy men (hall dare 
To be fuccefTors to thefe great unknown, 

On learning's high-eftablifh'd throne. 

Cenfure, and pedantry, and pride, , 
Numberlefs nations, ftretching far and wide, 

Shall 
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Shall (I forefce it) foon vtiihgotbick fwarms come 
forth 
From ignorance's univerfal north, 
And with blind rage break all this peaceful go- 
vernment : 
Fet fhall thefe traces of your wit remain, 
Like a juft map, to tell the vaft extent 
Of conqueft in your fhort and happy reign j 
And to all future mankind fhew 
How ftrange a paradox is true, 
• That men, -who liv'd and dy'd without a name, 
\re the chief heroes in the facred lift of fame. 
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Y<? the Hen"' Sir WILLIAM TEMPLE. 

Written at Moor-fark, June 1689. 

VI RT U E, the greateft of all monarchies, 
Till its firft emperor rebellious man 
Deposed from off his feat 
It fell, and broke with its own weight 
Into fmall ftates and principalities, 
By many a petty lord poflefs'd, 
But ne'er fince feated in one fingle breaft. 
Tis you who muft this land fubdue, 
The mighty conqueft's left for you, 
The conqueft and difcovery too ; 
Search out this Utopian ground, 
Virtue's terra i?2Cognita> 
Where none ever led the way, 
Nor ever fince but in defcriptions found, 

Like the philofopher's ftone, 
With rules to fearch it, yet obtain'd by none. 

• When the author's poft- in Ireland, this and the foregc 
burnous pieces were reprinted ing odes were omitted. 

II. Wj 
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II. 

We have too long been led aftray, 
Too long have our mifguided fouls been taught 
With rules from mufty morals brought, 
'Tis you muft put us in the way ; 
Let us (for fhame) no more be fed 
With antique reliques of the dead, 
The gleanings of philofophy, 
Philofophy, the lumber of the fchools, 
The roguery of alchymy, 
And we the bubbled fools, 
Spend all our prefent in hopes of golden rules. 

III. 

But what does our proud ign'rance learning call ! 

We odly Plato's paradox make good, 
Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all ; 

Remembrance is our treafure and our food ; - 
Nature's fair table-book our tender fouls 
We fcrawl all o'er with old and empty rules, 
Stale memorandums of the fchools ; 
For learning's mighty treafure's look 
In that deep grave a book, 
Think (he there does all her treafures hide, 
And that her troubled ghoft ftiil haunts there 
iince fhe dy'dj 

Y \ Cot&w^ 
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Confine her walks to colleges and fchools, 

Her priefts, her train and followers (how 
As if they all were fpe&res too, 
They purchafe knowledge at the expence 
Of common breeding, common fenfe, 
And at once grow fcholars and fools; 
Affeft ill-manner'd pedantry, 

Ruden?fs, ill-nature, incivility, 

And fick with dregs of knowledge grown, 
Which greedily they fwallow down, 

Still caft it up and naufcate company. 

IV. 

Curft be the wretch, nay doubly curft, 

(If it may lawful be 
To curfe our great enemy) 
Who learnt himfelf that herefy firft 

(Which fince has feiz'd on all the reft) 
That knowledge forfeits all humanity ; 
Taught us, like Spaniard? , to be p^oud and poor, 

And fling our fcraps before our door. 
Thrice happy you have 'fcapt this gen'raj peft ; 
Thofe mighty epithets, learn'd, good, and great, 
W hich we ne'er join'd before, but ia romances 
meet, 
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Wc find in you at laft united grown. 
You cannot be compar'd to one, 
I muft, like him that painted Venus 9 face, 
Borrow from every one a grace; 
Virgil and Epicurus will not do, 

Their courting a retreat like you, 
Unlefs I put in Cafar's learning too, 

Your happy frame at once controuls 
This great triumvirate of fouls. 

V. 

Let not old Tbane boaft Fabiui fate, 

He fav*d his country by delays, 
But you by peace, 

You bought it at a cheaper rate ; 
Nor has it left the ufual bloody fear, 

To ihew it coft its price in war, 
War! that mad game, the world fo loves to play, 

And for it does fo dearly pay; 
For though with lofs or vidtory awhile 

Fortuhe the gamefters does beguile, 
Yet at the laft the box fweeps all away. 
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VI. 

Only the laurel got by peace 

No thunder e'er can blaft, 
Th' artillery of the Ikies 

Shoots to the earth and dies; 
Nor ever green and flourifhing 'twill laft, 
Nor dipt in blood, nor widows tears nor or- 
phans cries; 
About the head crown'd with thefe bays, 
Like lambent fire the lightning plays ; 
Nor its triumphal cavalcade to grace 

Make up its folemn train with death; 
It melts the fword of war, yet keeps it in the 
fheath. 

VII. 

The wily fhifts of ftate, thofe juggler's tricks 
Which we call deep defigns and politicks, 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry, 

Becaufe the cords efcape their eye, 
. Wonder to fee the motions fly) 

Methinks, when you expofe the fcene, 

Down the ill-brgan'd engines fall ; 
Cff fly the vizards and difcover all, 

How plain I fee through the deceit ! 

How (hallow ! and how grofs the cheat ! 

Look' 
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Look where the pully's ty'd above I 
Great God ! (faid I) what have I feen ! 
On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and defigns of ftates ! 

What petty motives rule their fates \ 
How the moufe makes the mighty mountain 

fhake ! 
The mighty mountain labours with its birth, 
Away the frighted peafants fly, 
Scar'd at th' unheard-of prodigy, 
Expeft fome great gigantick fon of earth; 
Lo it appears! 
See how they tremble! how they quake! 
Out ftarts the little bead and mocks their idle 
fears. 

vni. 

Then tell (dear fav'rite mufe) 
What ferpent's that which ftill rcforts, 
Still lurks in palaces and courts. 
Take thy unwonted flight, 
And on the terras light. 

See where fhe lies ! 
See how fhe rears her head, 
And rolls about her dreadful eyes, 
To drive all virtue out:, or look it dead I 

Twai 
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Twas furft this bafdiflc fexit Temple thence, 
And though as fomc ('tis faid) for their defence 

Have worn a cafeitfent o f er their (kin, 
So he wore his within, 
Made up of virtue and tranfparent innocence: 

And though he oft renew'd the fight, 
And almoft got priority of light, 

He ne'er could overcome her quite, 
(In pieces cut, the vipef ftifl did reunite) 

Till at laft tir f d with Iofs of time and cafe, 
Refolv'd to ghre himfelf, as well as country, peace. 

IX. 

Sing (belov'd mufe) the pleafures of retreat, 
And in fome untouch'd virgin ftrain 
Shew the delights thy filter nature yields j 
Sing of thy vales, fing of thy woods, ling of thy 
fieldk; 
©o pubfifli o'er the plain 
How mighty a profelyte you gain? 
How noble a reprifal on the great ! 

How is the mufe luxuriant grown, 
Whene'er Ihe takes this flight 
She fears dear out of light, 
Thefe are the paradifes of her own; 

(The 
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(The pegafus, like an unruly horfe, 
Though ne'er fo gently led 
To the lov'd pafture where he us'd to feed, 
Runs violently o'er his ufual courfe.) 
Wake from thy wanton dreams, 

Come from thy dear-lov'd ftreams, 
The crooked paths of wandering Thames. 
Fain the fair nymph would flay, 
Oft (he looks back in vain, 
Oft 'gainft her fountain does complain, 
And foftly fteals in many windings down, 
As loth to fee the hated court and town, 
And murmurs as ike glides away. 



X. 



In this new happy fcene 
Are nobler fubje&s for your learned pen ; 
Here we expe& from you 
More than your predeceflbr, Adam y knew ; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our fport, 
Whatever ferves for innocent emblems of the 
court; 
(How that which we a kernel fee, 
Whofe well- compacted forms efcape the light, 
Unpierc'd by the blunt rays of fight) 
Shall ere long grow into a>\xc*, 
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Whence takes it its increafe, and whence its birth, 
Or from the fun, or from the air, or from the 
earth, 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie, 
How fame go downward to the root, 
, Some more ambitioufly upwards fly, 
And form the leaver the branches, and the fruit. 
You ftrove to cultivate a barren court in vain, 
Your garden's better worth your noble pain, 
Here mankind fell, and hence mull rife again. 

XL 

Shall I believe a fpirit fo divine 

Was caft in the fame mold with mine ? 
Why then does nature fo unjuftly fhare 
Among her elder fons the whole eft ate ? 

And all her jewels and her plate, 
Poor we, cadets of heav'n, not worth her care, 
Take up at beft with lumber and the leavings of 
a fate: 

Some (he binds 'prentice to the fpade, 

Some to the drudgery of a trade, 
Some fhe does to egyptian bondage draw, 
Bids us make bricks, yet fends us to look out for 
ftraw ; 

Some (he condemns for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep phiiofophy : 
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Me fhe has to the mufe's gallies ty'd, 
In vain I ftrive to crofs this fpacious main, 
In vain I tug and pull the oar, 
And when I almoft reach the fhorc, 
Straight the mufe turns the helm, and I launch 
out again : 
And yet to feed my pride, 
Whene'er I mourn, (lops my complaining 

breath, 
With promife of a mad reverfion after death. 

XII. 

Then (Sir,) accept this worthlefs verfe, 

The tribute of an humble mufe, 
'Tis all the portion of my niggard ftars ; 
Nature the hidden fpark did at my birth infufe, 
And kindled firft with indolence and cafe, 

And fince too oft debauched by praife, 
'Tis now grown an incurable difeafe : 
In vain to quench this foolifh fire I try 

In wifdom and philofophy ; 

In vain all wholefome herbs I fow, 
Where nought but weeds will grow. 
Whate'er I plant (like corn on barren earth) 
By an equivocal birth 

Seeds and runs up to poetry. 



Otv 
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On DAN JACKSON's PiShere cut 
in Paper. 

TO fair lady Betty Dan fat for his pic- 
ture, 

And defy'd her to draw him fo oft as he 
piqud her, 

He knew {he'd no pencil or colouring by 
her, 

And therefore he thought he might fafely 
defy her. 

Come fit, lays my lady, then whips up her 
fciflar, 

And cuts out his coxcomb in filk in a trice, 
Sir. 

Dan fat with attention, and law with fur- 
prize 

How fhe lengthen d his chin, how fhe hoi- 
low'd his eyes, 

But flatter'd himfelf with a fecret conceit, 

That his thin leathern jaws all her art wou'd 
defeat. 

Lady Betty obferv'd it, then pulls out a pin, 

And varies the grain of the ftuff to his grin; 

And to make roafted filk to refemble his 
raw-bone, 

She rais'd up a thread to the jett of his jaw- 
bone j Till 
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Till at length in exafleft proportion he rofe, 

From the crown of his head to the arch of 
his nofe. 

And if lady Betty had drawn him with wig 
and all, 

*Tis certain the copy had out-done the ori- 
ginal. 
Well, that's but my outfide, %s Dan 
with a vapour. 

Say youfo? fays my lady; I've lind it with 
paper. 

P D- — fculpjtt. 

Another. 

CLARISSA draws her fciflars from 
the cafe 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jbckfons 

face. 
One Hoping cut made forehead,, nofe,. and] 
chin, I 

A nick produced a mouth and made him i~ 

Such as in taylor's meafure you have feen. J 
But ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes, 
For which grey worfted-ftocking paint fup- 
plies. 
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Th* unraveird thread thro' needle's eye 
convey 'd 

Transferr'd itfelf into his pafte-board head. 

How came the fciflars to be thus out- done? 

The needle had an eye, and they had none. 

O wond'rous force of art ! now look at 
Dan— 

You'd fwear the pafte-board was the bet- 
ter man. 

The dev'l, fays he, the head is not fo full 

Indeed it is, behold the paper fkull. 

Tho. S vfculp. 

Another. 

DAN 1 s evil genius in a trice 
Had ftrip'd him of his coin at dice; 
Chloe obferving this difgrace, 
On patn cut out his rueful face. 
By G — , fays Dan, 'tis very hard, 
Cut out at dice, cut out at card ! 

G. R vfculp. 
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On the foregoing Piclure. 

WHILST you three merry poets traf- 
fic* 
To give us a defcription graphick 
Of Dans large nofe in modern faphick 

I fpend my time in making lermons, 
Or writing libels on the Germans y 
Or murmuring at whigs preferments. 

But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort y 
And look in englijb, french^ andjcotcb for't, 
At laft I'm fairly forc'd to botch for't. 

Bid lady Betty recoiled her, 

And tell, who was it cou'd direct her 

To draw the face of fuch a Ipectre. 

X muft confels, that as to me, firs, 
Though I ne'er few her hold the fcifTars, 
I now could fafely fwear, it is hers. 

'Tis true, no nofe could come in better ; 
'Tis a vaft fubjecl: ftufFd with matter, 
Which all may handle, none can flatter. 
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Take courage, Dan, this plainly (hows, 
That not the wifeft mortal knows, 
What fortune may befall his nofe. 

Shew me the brighteft irijb toaft, 
Who from her lover e'er could boaft 
Above a fong or two atmoft: 

For thee three poets, now are drudging aU^ 
To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe, the. bridge 

and all, 
Both of the piflure and original. 

Thy nofe s length and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that ev'ry friend 
Tries, who fhall have it by the end*. 

And future poets, as they rife, 
Shall read with envy and furprize 
Thy nofe outfhining Ceelids eyes. 



DAN 



339 
DAN JACKSON's Anfwr* 

My verfe little better you' It find than my face is t 
A word to the wife,, ut pi&ura poefis* 

THREE merry lads with enyy ftung, 
Becaufe Dans face is better bung, 
Combin'd in verfe to rhyme it down, 
And in its place fet up their own; 
As if they'd run it down much better 
By number of their feet in metre, 
Or that its red did caufe their fpite, 
Which made them draw in black and white. 
Be that as 'twill-, this is moft true, 
They were infpir'd by what they drew, 
Let then fueh criticks know, my face 
Gives them their comelinefs and grace : 
Whilft ev'ry line of face does bring 
A line of grace to what they fing. 
But yet methinks, though with dhgrace 
Both to the picture and the face, 
I fhou'd name the men who do rehearfe 
The ftory of the picture- farce; 
The 'fquire mfrench as hard as ftone, 
Or ftrong as rock, that's all as one, 

Z 2 ^ 
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On face on cards is very bride, Sirs, 

Becaufe on them you play at whifle, Sirs. 

But much I wonder, why my crany 

Shou'd envy'd be by De-el-any\, 

And yet much more, that half-name fake 

Shdu'd join a party in the freak. 

For fure I am it was not {afe 

Thus to abufe his better half, 

As I mail prove you Dan to be, 

Divifim and conjunctively. 

For if Dan love not Sherry ', can 

Sherry be any thing to Dan f 

This is the cafe whene'er you fee 

Dan makes nothing o£ Sherry; 

Or fhou'd Dan be by Sherry o'ertane, 

Then Dan would be poor Sherridane ; 

'Tis hard then he mould be decry *d 

By Dan with Sherry by his fide. 

But if the cafe muft be fo hard, 

That faces fuffer by a card, 

Let criticks cenfure, what care I, 1 

Back-biters only we defy, V 

Faces are free from injury. J 
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Atfwer to DAN JACKSON, by 
Afr.GEORGE ROCHFORT. 

YOU fay your face is better hung 
Than ours — by what? by nofe or 
tongue ? 
In not explaining you are wrong 

to us, Sir. 

Becaufe we thus muft ftate the cafe, 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th' untimely end's a damn'd difgrace 

of noofe, Sir. 

But yet be not caft down, I fee 
A weaver will your hangman be ; 
You'll only hang in tapeftry 

with many. 

And then the ladies, I fuppofe, 
Will praife your longitude of nofe, 
For latent charms within your cloaths, 

dear Danny. 

Thus will the fair of ev'ry age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
Worfhip thy nofe with p'ous rage 

of love, Sir. 

Z 3 All 
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All their religion will be Ipent 
About thy woven monument, 
And not one orifon be fait 

to jfove, Sir. 

You the fain d idol will become, 
As gardens grac'd in ancient Rome, 
By matrons worfhip'd in the gloom 

of night. 

O happy Dan] thrice happy fure! 
Thy fame for ever {hall endure, 
Who after death can love fecure 

at fight. 

So far I thought it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boafted beauty • 
Now I'll proceed a word or two t'ye, 

in anfwer 

To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and ftonc, 
Jn your opinion are all one. 

How can, Sir, 

A man of reasning Co profound, 

So ftupidly be run aground, 

As things fo different to confound 

t* our fenfes? 
Except 
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Except you judg'd *tm by the knock 
Of near an equal hardy block : 
Such an experimental ttroak 

convinces. 

Then might you be, by dint of reafon, 
A proper judge on this occafion ; 
'Gainft feeling there's no difputation, 

is granted. 

Therefore to thy fuperior wit, 
Who made the trial, wefubmfc; 
Thy head to prove the truth of it 

we Wanted. 

In one aflertion you're to blame, 

Where Dan and Sherry s made the fame, 

Endeavouring to have your name 

refin'd, Sir. 

You'll fee moil grofly you miftook, 
If you confult your fpelling-book, 
(The better half you fay you took) 

you'll find, Sir, 

S, H, E, Jhe— and R, I, ri, 
Both put to together make Sherry, 
D, A, N, Dan — makes up the three 

fyllables. 
Z 4 Dan 
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Dan is but one, and Sberri two, 
Then, Sir, your choice will never do ; 
Therefore I've tura'd, my friend, on you 

the tables. 

Anfwet by Dr. DELANY. 

ASSIST me, my mufe, whilft I labour 
to limn him 
Credite pifones ijii tabula perfimilem. 
You look and you write with (o different a 

grace, 
That I envy your verfe, though I didn't 

your face. 
And to him that thinks rightly, there's rea- 

fon enough, 
'Caufe one is as fmooth as the other is rough. 

But much I'm amaz'd, you fhou'd think 

my defign 
Was to rhyme down your nofe, or your 

harlequin grin, 
Which you yourfelf wonder the deel 

fhoti'd malign. 
And if 'tis fo ftrange, that your monfter- 

fhip's crany 
^hou'd be envy'd by him, much lefs by 

Delany. Though 



r 
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Though I own to you, when I confider it 

ftri&er, 
I envy the painter, although not the pi&ure. 
And juftly (he's envy'd, fince a fiend of hell 
Was never drawn right but by her and 

RaphelL 

Next, as to the charge which you tell us 

is true, 
That we were infpir'd by the fubjec"t we 

drew. 
Infpired we were, and well, Sir, you knew it* 
Yet not by your nofe, but the fair one that 

drew it ; 
•Had your nofe been the mufe, we had ne'er 

been infpir'd, 
Though perhaps it might juftly 've been (aid 

we were fir'd. 

As to the divifion of words in your 

(laves, 
Like my countryman's horn-comb, into 

three halves, 
I meddle not with't, but prefume to make 

merry, 
You called Dan ope half> and t'other half 

Sherry: 

Now 
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Now if Dans a half, as you callWtr fcttd 



oer, 



Then it can't be deny'd that S&wtys two 

more* 
For pray give me leave to (ay, Sir, for all 

you, 
That Sherry s at leaft of double the value. 
But perhaps, Sir, you <lid k to fill up the 

verfe, 
So crouds ia a concert {like a&ors in farce) 
Play two parts in one, when fcrapers are 

fcarcc. 
But be that as 'twill, you'll know more 

anon, Sir, 
When Sheridan fends to merry Dan anfaer.' 

Anfmer by Dr. SHERIDAN. 

THREE merry lads you own we are j 
'Tis very true, and free from care, 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe, Sir. 

For were all forms of beauty thine, 
Were you like Nireus> foft and fine, 
We mould not in the leaft repine, 

or grieve, Sir. 
Then 
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Then know from us, moil beauteous Dan y 
That toughnefs beft becomes a man; 
'Tis women would be pale and wan, 

and taper. 

And all your trifling beaux and fops, 
Who oomb their brow* and fleck their chops, 
Are but the offspring of toy-flwp8, \ : 

meer vapour. 

We know your morning hours you pais 
To cull and gather out a face ; 
Is this the way you take your glafs ? 

forbear it. 

Thofe loads of paint upon your toilet, 
Will never mend your fece, but lpoil it, 
It looks as if you did par-boil it, 

Drink claret. 

Your cheeks, by ileeking, are fo lean, 
That they're like Cynthia in the wain, 
Or breaft of goofe when 'tis pick'd clean, 

or pullet. 

See, what by drinking you have done, 
You've made your phiz a fkdetoo, 
From the long diftance of your crown, 

tyour gullet? 
DAN 
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DAN JACKSON's Reply. 
Written By the Dean in the name ofDAX J a ckson. 

"IXTEaried with faying grace and pray r, 

* * I haften'd down to country air, 
To read your aniwer, and prepare 

reply to't. 

But your fair lines fo grofly flatter, 
Pray do they praife me or befpatter? 
I muft fufpeft you mean the latter, 

ah fly-boot ! 

It muft be fo ; what eke, alas, 
Can mean my culling of a face, 
And all that ftuff of toilet, glafs, 

and box-comb ? 

But be't as 'twill, this you muft grant, 
That you're a davvb, whilft I but paint ; 
Then which of us two is the quaint- 
er coxcomb ? 

I value not your jokes of noofe, 
Your gibes and all your foul abuie, 
% 'ore than the dirt beneath my fhoes, 

nor fear it. 

Yet 
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Yet one thing vexes me, I own, 
Thou forry fcare-crow of (kin and bone, 
To be call'd lean by a fkeleton, 

who'd bear it? 

'Tis true indeed, to curry friends, 
You feem to praife to make amends, 
And yet before your ftanza ends 

• you flout me 

'Bout latent charms beneath my cloaths ; 
For every one that knows me, knows 
That I have nothing like my nofe 

about me. 

I pafs now where you fleer and laugh, 
'Caufe I call Dan my better half! 
Oh, there you think you have me lafe ! 

but hold, Sir, 

Is not a penny often found 

To be much greater than a pound ? 

By your good leave, my moft profound 

and bold, Sir, 

Dans noble mettle, Sherry bafe ; 
So Dans the better, though the lefc, 
An ounce of gold's worth ten of brafs, 

dull pedant. 
As 
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As to your {petting^ kt me fce> 

If S H E makes Jber, and RI makes ry y 

Good fpelling-mafter, your crany 

has lead on t. 



Another Reply by the Dean m D A N 

JACKSON'S Ntmt. 

THREE days for anfwer I have waited, 
I thought an ace you'd ne'er have 
hated, 
And art thou fore d to yield, ilt-iated 

poetafter? 

Henceforth acknowledge, that a nofe 
Of thy dimenfion's fit for profe, 
Buter'ry one that knows Dan, knows 

thy matter. 

Blufh for ill-fpelling, for ill-lines, 
And fly with hurry to r amines y 
Thy fame, thy genius now declines, 

proud boafter. 



I hear 
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1 hear witb fom© concern you roar, 
And flying think to quit the fcore 
By clapping billets on your door 

andpofts, Sir, 

Thy ruin, Tom y I never meant, 
I'm griev'd to hear your baniihment, 
But pleas'd to find you do relent 

and cry on. 

I maul'd you, when you lookM (o bluff, 
But now 1*11 fecret keep your fluff; 
For know, proftration is enough 

to th* lion. 



SKfc*A- 
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SHERIDAN's Submiflion. Written bj 
the Dean. 

Cedo jam, mifera cognofcens. pramia rixee. 
Si rifca eft> ubi tu pulfas t ego vapulo iantum. 

Foot Sherry, inglorious, 
To Dan the vi&orious, 
Prefents, as 'tis fitting, 
Petition and greeting. 

TO you victorious and brave, 
Your now fubdu'd and fuppliant flavc 
Moft humbly fues for pardon. 
Who when I fought ftill cut me down, 
And when I vanifh'd, fled the town, 
Purfu'd and laid me hard on. 

Now lowly crouch'd, I cry peccavi, 
And proftrate, fupplicate pour ma vie y 

Your mercy I rely on. 
For you, my conqu'ror and my king, 
In pard'ning, as in punifhing, 

Will mew yourfelf a Hon. 

Alas, Sir, I had no dejign, 
But was unwarily drawn in; 

For 
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For fpite I ne'er had any. 
'Twas the damn'd Tquire with the hard 

name; 
The de'el too that ow'd me a fhame, 

The devil and Delany\ 

They tempted me t'attick your highnefs, 
And then with wonted wile and flynefs, 

They left me in the lurch, 
Unhappy wretch! for now, I ween. 
I've nothing left to vent my fpleen 

But ferula and birch ; 

And they, alas, yield fmall relief, 
Seem rather to renew my grief, 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For ev'ry ftroke goes to my heart, 
And at each lafli I feel the fmart 

Of la(h laid on by you. 

TOM MULLINEX and DICK. 

TO M and Dick had equal fame, 
And both had equ.il knowledge; 
Tom cou'd write and fpell his name, 
But Dick had feen the college. 

i A a Dick 
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Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad, 
And both alike diverting, 

Tom was held the merrier lad, 
But Dick the beft at farting. 

Dick would cock his nofe in fcorn, 
But Tom was kind and loving ; 

Tom a foot-boy bred and born, 
But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a jig, 
But Tom was beft at borees ; 

Tom would pray for ev'ry wliig, 
And Dick curfe all the tories. 

Dick would make a woful noife, 
And fcold at an election ; 

Tom huzza'd the black-guard boys, 
And held them in fubjection. 

Tom could move with lordly grace, 
Dick nimbly fkip the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with folemn face, 
But Dick could better fputter. 

Dick was come to high renown 
Since he commenc'd phyiician ; 

Tom was held by all the town 
The deeper politician. 



% 
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Tom had the genteeler fwing, 

His hat could nicely put on ; 
Dick knew better how to (wing 

His cane upon a button. 

Dick for repartee was fit, 

And Tom for deep difcerning ; 
Dick was thought the brighter wit, 

But Tom had better learning. 

Dick with zealous no's and ay's 

Could roar as loud as Stentor y 
In the houfe 'tis all he fays ; 

But Tom is eloquenter. 

DICK, A Maggot. 

AS when from rooting in a bin, 
All powder'd o'er from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot fallies out, 
You know him by his hazel fnout : 
So when the grandfon of his grandilre 
Forth iflues wriggling, Dick Drawcanjir^ 
With powder'd rump, and back and nde, 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
For 'tis beyond the pow'r of meal 
The gypfey vifage to conceal : 

A a 2 ^«*> 
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For, as he makes his wainfcot chops, 
Down ev'ry mealy atom drops, 
And leaves the tartar phiz, in {how 
Like a frefh t d juft dropt on (how. 



Clad all in Brown. 

Imitated from COWLEY. 

To DICK. 

FOULEST brute that ftinks below, 
Why in this brown doft.thou appear! 
For, would'ft thou make a fouler fliov 
Thou muft go naked all the year. 
Frefh from the mud a wallowing fow 
Would then be not fo brown as thou. 

'Tis not the coat that looks fo dun, 

His hide emits a foulhefs out, 
Not one jot better looks the fun 
Seem from behind a dirty clout : 

So t ds within a glafs inclofe, 

The glafs will feem as brown as thofe. 

The 
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Thou now one heap of foulnefs art, 

All outward and within is foul ; 
Condenfed filth in ev'ry part, 

Thy body's cloathed like thy foul ; 
Thy foul, which through thy hide of buff, 
Scarce glimmers like a dying fiiufF. 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear, 

When pelted all with dirt they fhine; 
Such their exalted bodies are, 
As fhrivel'd and as black as thine. 
If thou wer't in a cart, I fear 
Thou would'ft be pelted worfe than they're. 

Yet when we fee thee thus array'd, 

The neighbours think, it is but juft, 
That thou fhould'ft take an honeft trade, 
And weekly carry out the duft. 
Of cleanly houfes who will doubt, 
When Dick cries, duft to carry out ? 
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DICK's Variety. 

DULL uniformity in fools, 
I hate, who gape and fiieer by rules. 

You, Mullimx, and flobb'ring C , 

Who ev'ry day and hour the fame are ; 

That vulgar talent I defpife 

Of pifling in the rabble's eyes. 

And when 1 liften to the noife 

Of ideots roaring to the boys ; 

To better judgments ftill fubmitting, 

I own I fee but little wit in : 

Such paftimes, when our tafte is nice, 

Can pleafe at moft but once or twice. 

But then confider Dick, you'll find 
His genius of fuperior kind ; 
He never muddles in the dirt, 
Nor fcow'rs the ftreets without a fhirt; 
Though Dick, I dare prefume to fay, 
Could do fuch feats as well as they. 
Dick I could venture every where, 
Let the boys pelt him if they dare ; 
He'd have 'em try'd at the affizes 
For priefts and jefuits in dilguifes ; 
Swear they were with the Sibedes at Bender, 
And lifting troops for the pretender. 

But 
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But Dick can fart, and dance, and frifk, 
No other monkey half fo bride ; 
Now has the fpeaker by the ears, 
Next moment in the houfe of peers, 
Now fcolding at my lady Euftace, 
Or thrafhing Babby in her new ftays. 
Prefto begone ; with t'other hop 
He's powd'ring in a barber's fhop ; 
Now at the anti-chamber thrufting 
His nofe to get the circle juft in, 
And damns his blood, that in the rear 
He lees one (ingle tory there : 
Then wo be to my lord lieutenant, 
Again he'll tell him, and again on't. 
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Good 
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Good father, I muft own with fhame, 
That often I have been to blame : 
I muft confefs, on Friday laft, 
Wretch that I was, I broke my faft : 
But, I defy the bafeft tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 
Or ever went to leek my food 
By rapin, theft, or third of blood. 

The afs approaching next, confefs'd, 
That in his heart he lov'd a jeft : 
A wag he was, he needs muft own, 
And could not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes his friend he would not fpare, 
And might perhaps be too fevere : 
But yet^ the worft that could be faid, 
He was a wit both born and bred ; 
And, if it be a fin or fhame, 
Nature alone muft bear the blame : 
One fault he hath, is forry for't, 
His ears are half a foot too fliort ; 
Which could he to the ftandard bring, 
He'd fhew his face before the king: 
Then for his voice, there's none dilputes 
That he's the nightingale of brutes. 

The fwine with contrite heart allow'd, 
His fhape and beauty made him proud : 

la. 
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i 

In diet was perhaps too nice, 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice : 
In ev'ry turn of life content, 
And meekly took what fortune lent : 
Enquire through all the parifli round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found: 
His vigilance might fome difpleafe; 
'Tis true he hated floth like peaie. 

The mimic ape began his chatter, 
How evil tongues his life befpatter : 
Much of the cens'ring world complain 'd, 
Who laid his gravity was feign'd : 
Indeed the ftrictnefs of his morals 
Engag'd him in an hundred quarrels : 
He law, and he was griev'd to lee't, 
His zeal was fometimes indifcreet : 
He found his virtues too fevere 
For our corrupted times to bear : 
Yet, fuch a leud licentious age 
Might wellexcufe a Stoic's rage. 

The goat advanc'd with decent pace: 
And, iirft excus'd his youthful face ; 
Forgivenefs begg'd, that he appeared 
('Twas nature's fault) without a beard. 
'Tis true, he was not much inclin'd 
To fondnefs for the female kind ; 

Not, 
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Not, as his enemies object, 

From chance, or natural defect j 

Not by his frigid constitution, 

But through a pious refolution ; 

For he had made a holy vow 

Of chaftity as monks do now ; 

Which he refblv'd to keep forever hence, 

As ftriclly too, as doth his * reverence. 

Apply the tale, and you fhall find, 
How juft it fuits with human-kind. 
Some faults we own : but, can you guefs ? 
—Why, virtues carried to exccfs, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
Though neither foe nor friend allows Us. 

The lawyer fwears, you may rely on't, 
He never fqueez'd a needy client ; 
And this he makes his conftant rule ; 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His confcience always was £0 nice, 
He freely gave the poor advice j 
By which he loft,, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees laft ILafter term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job^ 

f The prieft his confeflbr. 
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No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick difpatch ; 
Ne er kept 2 cauie, he well may boaft, 
x\bove a term or two at moil. 

The criming knave, who leeks a place 
Without fbeceis, thus tdls his cafe : 
Why tfcocld he longer mince the matter ; 
He tiil'd, became he could not flatter j 
He had cot ksm'd to turn his coat, 
Ncr tec a party give his rote : 
Hb crime he quickly underftood ; 
Too zealous tor the nation's good : 
He teend the rereffters refent it. 
Yet cculd not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vows he cannot fawn, 
Though it would raiie him to the lawn : 
He pvi:Vd his hours among his books ; 
You nr.d :t in his meagre looks : 
He nu^hc, if he were worldlv wife, 
Prcterrr.ertt cet ar.d irvire his eves : 
But own'd, he hid a ftubborn {pirit, 
That nude him trull alone in merit : 
Wou'.d rite by merit to promotion j 
Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 

The 
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The do&or, if you will believe him, 
Confefs'd a fin; and God forgive him! 
Call'd up at midnight, ran to fave 
A blind old beggar from the grave : 
But, fee how Satan fpreads his {hares ; 
He quite forgot to fay his pray'rs. 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to acl: the parfon's part : 
Quotes from the bible many a fentence, 
That moves his patients to repentance: 
And, when his med'cines do no good, 
Supports their minds with heav'nly food, 
At which, however well intended, 
He hears the clergy are offended ; 
And grown fo bold behind his back, 
To call him hypocrite and quack 
In his own church he keeps a feat; 
Says grace before, and after meat ; 
And calls, without affe&ing airs, 
His houfhold twice a day to pray Vs. 
He fhuns apothecaries fhops ; 
And hates to cram the fick with flops: 
He fcorns to make his art a trade ; 
Nor bribes my lady's fav'rite maid. 
Old nurfe-keepers would never hire 
To recommend him to the fquire ; 
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Which others, whom he will not name, 
Have often pradis'd to their fhame. 

The ftatcfman tells you with & freer. 
His fault is to be too fincere ; 
And, having no finifler ends, 
Is apt to difoblige his friends. 
The nation's good, his matter's glory, 
Without regard to whig or tory> 
Were all the fchemes he had in view; 
Yet he was feoonded by few : 
Though fome had fpread a thoufand lyes, 
'Twas be defeated the E x c i s e. 
'Twas known, though he had bora afper- 

{ion, 
ThsLtftanding troops were his averfion : 
His practice was, in ev'ry flation, 
To ferve the king, and pleafe the nation. 
Though hard to find in ev'ry cafe 
The fitteft man to fill a place : 
His promifes he ne'er forgot, 
But took memorials on the fpot: 
His enemies for want of charity, 
Said, he affedted popularity : 
'Tis true, the people understood, 
That all be did was for their good ; 

Their 
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Their kind affections he has try'd ; 
No love is loft on either fide. 
He came to court with fortune clear, 
Which now he runs out ev'ry year ; 
Muft, at the rate that he goes on, 
Inevitably.be undone. 
Oh ! if his majefty would pleafe 
To give him but a writ of eafe, 
Would grant him licence to retire, 
As it hath long been his defire, 
By fair accounts it would be found, 
He's poorer by ten thoufand pound. 
He owns, and hopes it is no fin, 
He ne'er was partial to his kin ; 
He thought it bafe for men in ftations 
To crowd the court with their relations.: 
His country was his deareft mother, 
And ev'ry virtuous man his brother; 
Through modefty or aukward fhame, 
(For which he owns himfelf to blame) 
He found the wifeft man he cou'd, 
Without refped to friends, or blood ; 
Nor ever acts on private views, 
When he hath liberty to chufe. 

The fharper fwore he hated play, 
Except to pais an hour away : 
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And well he might; for to his coft 
By want of fkill he always loft ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats, 
Who had contriv'd a thoufand feats ; 
Could change the ftock, or cog a dye, 
And thus deceive the fharpeft eye : 
No wonder how his fortune funk, 
His brothers fleece him when he's drunk. 

I own the moral not exact ; 
Betides, the tale is falfe in fact ; 
And fo abfurd, that could I raife up 
From fields elyjian fabling Efop ; 
.1 would accufe him to his face 
For libelling tine four-foot race. 
Creatures of ev'ry kind but ours 
Well comprehend their nat'ral pow'rs ; 
While we, whom reafon ought to fway, 
Miftake our talents ev'ry day. 
The afs was never known fo ftupid 
To act the part of Tray or Cupid - y 
Nor leaps upon his matter's lap 
T" re to be ftroak'd, and fed with pap, 

! Efop would the world perroade ; 
He better underftands his trade: 
Nor comes, whene'er his lady whittles ; 
But carries loads and feeds on thiftles. 

Our 
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Olir author's meaning, I pfrefurne^ is 
A creature * bipes et implumis ; 
Wherein the moralift defign'd 
A Compliment on human-kind : 
For here he owns, that now and then 
Beafb may degenrate into men. 

* A dtfinitton of mm difapprov'd by all lagiaant : 
Homo eft animal bipes, intplume, credo rultu. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

For the Honour of the Kingdom of 
IRELAND. 

TH I S is to inform the publick, that a gentle- 
man of long ftudy, obfervation, and expe- 
rience, hath employed himfelf lor feveral years in 
making colledions of fads, relating to the conduft 
of divines, pbyficians, lawyers, foldiers, merchants, 
traders, and /quires, containing an hiftorical ac- 
count of the moft remarkable corruptions, frauds, 
opprejjions, knaveries, and perjuries*, wherein the 
names of all the perfons concerned fhall be in- 
ferted at full length, with fome account of their 
families and ftations. 

But whereas the faid gentleman cannot com- 
pleat his hiftory without fome afliftance from the 
publick, he humbly defires, that all perfons, who 
have any memoirs, or accounts relating to tbem- 
felves, their families, their friends or acquaintance, 
which are well attefted, and fit to enrich the work, 
will pleafe to fend them to the printer of this ad- 
vertifement: and if any of the faid perfons, who 
are difpofed to fend materials, happen to live in 
the country, it is defired their letters may be ei- 
ther franked, or the poft paid. 

This collection is to commence with the year 
J 70c, and be continued to the prefcntycar 1738. 

The 
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Tifc work is to be entituled, € tbe author's critical 
hiftory of bis own times. 

It is intended to be printed by fubfeription, in 
a hrgfe odtavo ; each volume to contain five hun- 
dred fadts, and to be fold for a britijh crown : the 
author propofeth that the whole work (which 
will take in the period of thirty-eight years) (hall 
be contained in eighteen volumes. 

Whoever (hall fend the author any accounts of 
perfons, who have performed any adts of jujtice, 
charity, publick Jpirit, gratitude, fidelity », or the 
like, attefted by indubitable witnefles within the 
fame period % the faid fa&s (hall be printed by way 
of appendix at the end of each volume, and no 
addition to the price of the work demanded. But, 
left fuch perfons may apprehend, that the relating 
of thefe fadts may be injurious to their reputations, 
their names ihall not be fet down without particu- 
lar direction. 

N. B. There will be a fmall number printed on 
royal paper for the curious, at only two britijh 
crowns. There will alfo be the effigies of the 
moft eminent perfons mentioned in this work, 
prefixed to each volume, curioufly engraved by 
Mr. Hogarth. 

Subscriptions are taken in by the printer 
hereof, and by the bookfellers of London and 
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Part of the IXth ODE of tie Fourth 
BOOK of HORACE, addrejfed to 
Doctor WILLIAM KING, hat 
Lcrd Archbifbop of Dublin. 

PauEan Jepnk*, etc. 

VIRTUE conceal'd within our breaft 
Is inactivity at beft : 
But, never fhall die mule endure 
To let your virtues lye obfcure, 
Or fuller envy to conceal 
Your labours for the publick weal. 
Within your breaft all wifdom lies, 
Either to govern or advife ; 
Your fteddy foul preferves her frame 
In eood and evil times the fame. 
Pale avarice, and lurking fraud 
Stand in your facred prefence aw'd ; 
Your hand alone from gold abftains, 
Which drags the flavifh world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whofe fortune is not overgrown ; 
And bappy he, who wifely knows 
To ufe the gifts, that heav'n bellows ; 
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Or, if it pleafe the pow'rs divine, 
Can fuffer want, and not repine. 
The man, who infamy to fliun 
Into the arms of death would run, 
That man is ready to defend 
With life his country, or his friend. 

VERSES made for Women who cry 
Apples, etc. 



COME buy my fine wares, 
Plumbs, " apples, and pears, 
A hundred a penny, 
In confcience too many: 
Come, will you have any ? 
My children are feven, 
I wifh them in heaven, 
My huibandafot, 
With his pipe and his pot, 
Not a farthing will gain 'em, 
And I muft maintain 'em. 



} 
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ASPARAG0S, 

RIPE Tparagrafi, 
Fit for lad or lafc 
To make their water pais : 

O, 'tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken, 

O N Y O N S. 

COME, follow me by the finell, 
Here's delicate onyons to fell, 
I promife to ufe you well. 
They make the blood warmer ; 
You'll feed like a farmer : 
JFor this is ev'ry cooks opinion, 
No fav'ry dim without an onyon ; 
But left your luffing fhould be Ipoil'd, 
Your onyons muft be th'roughly boil'4 ; 

Or ejfe you may fpare 

Your rniftrefs a fhare, 
The (ecret will never be known; 

She cannot difcover 

The breath of her lover, 
put think it as fweet as her own, 



QYSTER& 
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OYSTERS. 

CHARMING oyfters I cry, 
Mymafters, come buy, 
So plump and fo frefh, 
So fweet is their flefli, 
No Colchefier oyfter 
Is fweeter and moifter; 
Your ftomach they fettle, 
And roufe up your mettle ; 
They'll make you a dad 
Of a lafs or a lad ; 
And madam your wife 
They'll pleafe to the life; 
Be (he barren, be (he old, 
Be flie flut, or be {he fcold, 
Eat my oyfters, and lye near her, 
She'll be fruitful never fear her. 



HERRINGS. 

BE not {paring, 
Leave off fwearing. 
Buy my herring 



Bb 4 Ft<&. 



37 6 ORANGES, 

Frefh from * Malabide> 
Better ne'er was try'd. 
Come, eat em with pure frefh butter and 

milliard, 
Their bellies are (ok, and as white as a 

cuftard. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to get me fame 

bread, 
Or, like my own herrings, I foon (hall be 
dead. 

ORANGES. 

COME buy my fine oranges, fauce for 
your veal, 
And charming when fqueez'd in a pot of 

brown ale. 
Well roafted, with fugar and wine in a 

cup, 
They'll make a fweet bifhop when gentle- 
folks fup. 



* Makbide, about five miles from Dublin> famous fof 
oyfters. ' t ' 
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To LOVE. 

IN all I wifh how happy mould I be, 
Thou grand deluder,wereit not for thee? 
3o weak thou art, that fools thy pow'r de- 

fpife, 
And yet fo ftrong, thou triumph'ft o'er the 

wife. 
Thy traps are laid with fuch peculiar art, 
They catch the cautious ; let the rafh de- 
part. 
Moft nets are filPd by want of thought and 

care, 
But too much thinking brings us to thy 
{hare. 
Where held by thee, in flavery we ftay, 
And throw the pleafing part of life 
away. 
But what does moft my indignation move, 
Di/cretion,ihou wer't ne'er a friend XoLove! 
Thy chief delight is to defeat thofe arts, 
By which he kindles mutual flames in 

hearts ; 
While the blind loit'ring God is at his play 
Thou fteaTft his golden pointed darts a- 
way ; 

Thofe 
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Thofe darts which never fail; and in their 

ftead 
Convey 'ft malignant arrows tipt with lead: 
The hecdkfs God fufpe&ing no deceits 
Shoots on, and thinks he has done won- 

d'rous feats ; 
But the poor nymph, who feels her vitals 

burn, 
And from her fhepherd can find no return, 
Laments and rages at the power divine, 
When, curVd Difcretim / all the fault was 

thine. 
Cupid and Hymen thou haft fet at odds, 
And bred fuch feuds betwixt thole kindred 

gods, 
That Venus cannot reconcile her ions ; 
When one appears, away the other runs. 
The former fcales, wherein he us'd to poife 
Love againft love, and equal joys with joys, 
Are now fill'd up with avarice and pride, 
Where titles, power, and riches ftill fubfide. 
Then, gentle Venus^ to thy father run, 
And tell him how thy children are undone ; 
Prepare his bolts to give one fatal blow, 
And ftrike Difcretion to the fhades below. 
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3%e following lines were wrote ufm a very eld 
glafs of Sir Arthur Acheftm's. 

FRAIL glafs, thou mortal art as well 
as I, 
Though none can tell, which of us firft 
iWl die. 

Anfwerd extempore by Dr. SWIFT* 

We both are mortal ; But thou, frailer crea- 
ture, 

May 'ft die, like me, by chance, but not by 
nature, 

VERSES cut by two of the Dean's* 
friends, upon a pane of glafs in one of bis 
parlours. 

AB ARD, on whom Phoebus his fpirit 
beftow'd, 
Jlefolving t'acknowledge the bounty he 
ow'd, 



* There were written br intkkd AptUt tt tbt Dtan. See 
Dr. Dtlany in conjun&ion with Vol, VII. 
Slelk, and produced the verfet 
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Found out a new method at once of con-- 

faffing, .. .... . 

And making the mod of fo mighty a blef- 

fing,: • 
To the God he'd be grateful, but mortals 

he'd choufe 
By making his patron prefide in his houfe. 
And wifely forefaw this advantage from 

thence, 
That the God wou'd in honour bear moil 

of th' expence r 
So, the bard he finds drink, and leaves 

Phoebus to treat 
With the thoughts he infpires, regardlefs of 

meat. 
Hence they, that come hither expecting to 

dine. 
Are always fobb'd off with fheer wit and 

fheer wine. 



On another Window, 

ARE the giiefts of this houfe Ml 
doom'd to be r\\p*tf>A ? 
he fates have decr< 
mould be treated. 

In 



doom'd to be cheated ? 
Sure the fates have decreed they by halves 
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In the days of godd *John> if you came 

here to dine, 
You had choice of good meat, no choice 

of good wine. 
In Jonathans reign, if you come here to 

eat, 
You have choice of good wine, no choice 

of good meat. 
Oh Jove I then how fully might all fides 

be Weft, 
Would'ft thou but agree to this humble re- 

queft? 
Put both deans in one; or if that's too 

much trouble, 
Inftead of the deans, make the deanry 

double. 



* Dr. John Stearnty late Patrick's, and was always dif- 

lord bifhop of Cltgbtr, who tinguilhed for his great hofpi- 

had been the predeceflbr of tality. 
Dr. Swift in the deanry of St. 
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An EPITAPH by £>r. SWIFT id tk 
memory of FREDERICK duke of 
SCHOMBERG, who was unhappily 
hilled in cr offing the river Boyne <m tie ijt* 
4tf July 1690, and was buried f m St ^.Pi- 
trick's cathedralywhere the dean and chap- 
ter ereSled afmall Monument Jo fas So* 
nour at their own expence. 

Mic infra fitum eft corpus 
FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBERG, 

ad BUDINDAM occifi, A. D< 1690. 

DECANUS et CAPITULUM maxamopere 

etiam atqne etiam petierunt, 

Ut HEREDES DUCTS monumeatUHi 

In memoriam PARENTIS erigendum curarent: 

Sed poftquam per epiftolas, per amices, 

diu ac faepe orando nil profecere; 

Hunc demurn lapidem ipii ftatuerant, 

* Saltern ut fcias, hcrfpes, 

Ubinam terrarum SCONBERGENSES cincrcs 

delitefcunt. 

Plus fotuit fama virtutis apud alienos i 

^uamfanguinis proximitas apud fuo$< 

A.D. 1731. 

* The words, that Dr. viator indipahunJms y ftutfi t* 
tvaift firft concluded the epi- cellula tantt du8*ris antra it' 
uph with, were Saltan ut /ciat Uttfatm, 



3*3 

* A B A L L A D on the Game <f 
TRAFFIC. 

Written at the cafile of Dublin, in the time 
of the earl of Berkley's government, 

MY + lord to find out who muft deal 
Delivers cards about, 
But the firft knave does feldom fail 
To find the doctor out. 

But then his honour cry'd* godzooks I 
And feem'd to knit his brow ; 

For on a knave he never looks 
But h'thinks upon Jack How. 

My lady, though fhe is no player, 
Some bungling partner takes, 

And wedg'd in corner of a chair 
Takes fining and holds the flakes. 



* This ballad occafioned purfe. See Vol. VI. p. 76* 
another to the tun* of the cut* f The earl of Btrkley. 
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Dame Floyd* looks out in grave fufpence? 

For pair-royals and fequents ; 
But wifely cautious of her pence, 

The caftle feldom frequents. 

Quoth Herriesy fairly putting cafes, 

I'd won it on my word, 
If I had but a pair of aces, 

And could pick up a third* 

But Wefton has a new-caft gown 

On Sundays to be fine in, 
And, if (he can but win a crown, 

'Twill juft new dye the lining. 

'« With thefe is parfon Swift 

" Not knowing how to fpend his time, 
" Does make a wretched fhift, 

" To deafen them with puns and rhime 

* Biddy Fltydy fee letter to col. Hunttr. 
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VERSES faid to be written on the 
UNION. 

THE * queen has lately loft a part 
Of her entirely-englijh heart, 
For want of which by way of botch 
She piec'd it up again with fcotch* 
Bleft revolution, which creates 
Divided hearts, united dates ! 
See how the double nation lies ; 
Like a rich coat with fkirts of fnze : 
As if a man in making pofies 
Should bundle thirties up with roles. 
Whoever yet a, union faw 
Of kingdoms without faith or law. 
Henceforward let no ftatefmen dare, 
A kingdom to a (hip compare ; 
Left he fhould call our commonweal 
A veflel with a double keel : 
Which juft like ours, new rigg'd and man'd 
And got about a league from land, 
By change of wind to leeward fide 
The pilot knew not how to guide. 
So tolling faction will o'erwhelm 
Our crazy double-bottom'd realm. 

• Amu, 

C c ^>^W 
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♦WILL. WOOD's Petition to (be people 
of IRELAND, being an excellent 
New Sjmg. 

Suppofed to be made and fung in thejtneet. of Dub- 
lin, by William Wood, iron-monger and. half- 
penny-monger ', iyz^. 

MY dear irijh folks, 
Come leave off your jokes, 
And buy up my half-pence fo fine; 
Sq fair and fo bright, 
They'll give you delight ; 
Obferve. how they gliiler and fhine. 

They'll fell, to my grief, 

As cheap as neck- beef, 
For counters at cards to your wife ; 

And every day 

Your children may play 
Span-farthing or tofs on the knife. 

Come hither and try ; 

I'll teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 

Come ; three-pence a icore, 

I afk you no more, 
And a fig for the Drapier and * Harding. 

• The Drapier's printer. 

When 
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When tradefmen have gold, 

The thief will be bold, 
By day and by night for to rob him : 

My copper is fuch, 

No robber will touch, 
And fo you may daintily bob him. 

The little black-guard, 

Who gets very hard 
His half-pence for cleaning your (hoes : 

When his pockets are cram'd 

With mine, and be d 'd, 

He may fwear he has nothing to lofe. 

Here's half-pence in plenty, 

For one you'll have twenty, 
Though thoufands are not worth a pudden. 

Your neighbours will think, 

When your pocket cries chink, 
You are grown plaguy rich on a fudden. 

You will be my thankers, 

Fll make you my bankers, 
As good as * Ben Burton or Fade: 

For nothing fhall pafs 

But my pretty brafs, 
And then you'll be all of a trade. 

• Two famous banltttv 
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I'm a Ton of a whore 

If I have a word more 
To fay in this wretched condition. 

If my coin will not pais, 

I muft die like an afs ; 
And fo I conclude my petition. 

An EPIGRAM 

O N 

WOOD's BRASS-MONEY. 

CART'RET waswelcom'd to the more 
Firft with the brazen canons roar. 
To meet him next the foldier comes, 
With brazen trumps and brazen drums. 
Approaching near the town he hears 
The brazen bells falute his ears : 
But when Woods brafs began to found. 
Guns, trumpets, drums, and bells were 
drown'd. 
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ANOTHER. 
On the D e of C s. 

J— s B—s was the dean's familiar friend: 
James grows a duke ; their fnendfhip 
here muft end. 
Surely the dean deferves a fore rebuke, 
From knowing James^ to fay, he knows a 
duke. 

An EPIGRAM on Scolding. 

GR E AT folks are of a finer mold ; 
Lord ! how politely they can fcold ; 
While a coarfe englijh tongue will itch 
For whore and rogue, and dog and bitch. 

CATULLUS de LESBIA. 



T ESBIA mi dicit femper male; nee 
■*— ' tacet unquam 

De me. Lefbia me, dipper eam y nifi amat. 
S$uoJigno? quiafunttotidemmea: deprecor 
Mam * 

AJfidue ; verum, dt/peream y nifiamtl 

Cc 3 t 
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290 ON Mr. JASON HASARD. 

In ENGLISH. 

LES'BIA for ever on me rails, 
To talk of me (he never fails, 
Now hang me, but for all her art, 
I find that I have gain'd her heart. 
My proof is thus : I plainly fee, 
The cafe is juft the fame with me ; 
I curfe her ev'ry hour fincerely, 
Yet, hang me, but I love her dearly. 

Mr. JASON HASARD, a woollen drapier 
in Dublin, put up the Jignof the Golden 
Fleece, and dejired a motto in ver/e. 

JASON, the valiant prince of Greece^ 
From Colchos brought tint golden fleece ; 
We comb the wool, refine the fluff; 
For modern Jafons that's enough. 
Oh ! could we tame yon watchful * dragon. 
Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 

* England. 
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The AUTHOR's Manner of Lhing, 

ON rainy days alone I dine 
Upon a chick, and pint of wine. 
On rainy days I dine alone, 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 
But this my fervants much enrages, 
No fcraps remain to fave board-wages. 
In weather fine I nothing fpend, 
But often fpunge upon a friend : 
Yet where he's not fb rich as I ; 
I pay my club, and fo good b'y' . 

To a LADY, who dejired the author to 
write fome verfes upon her in the heroic 
Jlyle. 

Written at London in the Year 1726. 

AFTER venting all my fpight, 
Tell me, what have I to write ; 
Ev'ry error I would find 
Through the mazes of your mind, 
Have my bufy mule employ 'd, 
Till the company is cloy'd. 
Are you pofitive and fretful, 
Heedlefs, ignorant, forgetful? 

C c 4 Thefc 
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Thefe and twenty follies more 
I have often told before. 

Hearken what my lady fays; 
Have I nothing then topraife? 
Ill it fits you to be witty, 
Where a fault mould move your pity. 
If you think me too conceited, 
Or to pafllon quickly heated > 
If my wandring head be Ids 
Set on reading than on drefs t 
If I always feem {o dull t'ye; 
I canfolve the diffi—culty. 

You would teach me to be wife ; 
Truth and honour how to prize ; 
How to mine in converfation, 
And with credit fill my ftation ; 
How to relifh notions high ; 
How to live, and how to die. 

. Eut it was decreed by fate, 
Mr. Djan, you come tcolate; 
Well I know, you can difcern, 
I am now too old to learn : 
Follies from my youth inftiU'd 
Have my foul entirely fill'd : 



I 
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In my head and heart they center; 
Nor will let your leflbns enter. 

Bred a fondling and an heirefs ; 
Drefs'd like any lady-may 'refs ; 
Cocker'd by the fervants round, 
Was too good to touch the ground, 
Thought the life of ev*ry lady 
Should be one continual play-day, 
Balls, and mafquerades, and {hows ; 
Vifits, plays, arid powder'd beaux. 

Thus you have my cafe at large ; 
And may now perform your charge. 
Thofe materials I have furnifh'd, 
When by you refin'd and burnifh'd, 
Muft, that all the world may know 'em, 
Be reduc'd into a poem. 
But I beg, fufpend awhile 
That fame paultry burleique ftyle j 
Drop for once your conftant rule, 
Turning all to ridicule : 
Teaching others how to ape ye ; 
Court nor parliament can 'fcape ye ; 
Treat the publick and your friends 
Both alike while neither mends, 

Siss^ 
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Sing my praife in ftrain fublime ; 
Treat not me with doggrel rhyme. 
'Tis but juft, you {hould produce 
With each fault each fault's excufe : 
Not to publilh ev'ry trifle, 
And my few perfections ftifle. 
With fame gifts at feaft endow me, 
Which my very foes allow me. 
Am I rpightful, proud, unjuft? 
Did I ever break my truft? 
Which of all your modern dames 
Cenfures lefs, or lefs defames ? 
In good manners am I faulty ? 
Can you call me rude or haughty ? 
Did I e'er my mite withhold 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit? 
When have I efteem exprefs'd 
For a coxcomb gaily drefs'd ? 
Do I, like the female tribe, 
Think it wit to fleer and gibe ? 
Who, with lefs-defigning ends, 
Kindlier entertains their friends ? 
With good words and countenance Uprightly 
Strive to treat them all politely. 

Think 
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Think not cards my chief dwerfkm; 
'Tis a wrong unjuft afperfion : 
Never knew i any good in urn, 
But to doee my head like Udanum : 
We by play, as men by drinking, 
Pafs our nights to drive out thinking. 
From my ailments give me leiiure, 
I mall read and think with pleafure, 
Conversation learn to relifh, 
And with books my mind imbetitta. 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry ; 
Mr. Dean y you muft reply. 

Madam, I allow 'tis true : 
All thefe praiies are your due. 
You, like fome acute philofopher, 
Ev'ry fault have drawn a glofs over; 
Placing in the ftrongeft light 
All your virtues to my fight. 

Though you lead a blamelefs life, 
Live an humble, prudent wife, 
Anlwer all domeftick ends, 
What is this to us our friends ? 
Though your children by a nod 
Stand in awe without the rod : 
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Tljoughby your obliging fway 
Servants love you, and obey ; 
Though you treat us with a fmile, 
Clear your looks, and fmoothyour ftyle j 
Load our plates from ev'ry dim; 
This is not the thing we with. 

Cornel may be your debtor; 

We exped employment better. 

You muft learn, if you would gain us, 

With good fenfe to entertain us. 

Scholars, when good fenfe defcribing, 
Call it rafting and imbibing; 
Metaphoric meat and drink 
Is to underftand and think : 
We may carve for others thus; 
And let others carve for us ; 
To difeourfe and to attend 
Is, to help yourfelf and friend. 
Converlation is but carving; 
Carve for all, yourfelf is ftarving : 
Give no more to ev'ry gueft, 
Than he's able to digeft : 
Give him always of the prime; 
And but little at a time. 
Carve to all but juft enough : 
Let them neither ftarve, norftufT: 

An 
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And that you may have your due, 
Let your neighbours carve for you. 
This companion will hold, 
Could it well in rhyme be told, 
How converting, lift'ning, thinking, 
Juftly may refemble drinking; 
For a friend a glafs you fill, 
What is this but toinftill ? 

i 

To conclude this long eflay : 
Pardon if I difobey; 
Nor againft my nat'ral vein 
Treat you in heroic ftrain. 
I, as all the parifh knows, 
Hardly can be grave in profe : 
Still to lafli, and laming {mile, 
111 befits a lofty ftyle. 
From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth. 
Wicked minifters of ftate 
I can eafier fcbrn, than hate : 
And I find it anfwers right ; 
Scorn torments them more than fpight. 
All the vices of a court 
Do but ferve to make me fport. 
Were I in fbme foreign realm, 
Which all vices overwhelm ; 
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* * * * *"-#*,-* * 

* **•*:* ..* •■'.•: *•. 

* * * *-'*.# * «- * 

When my mufc officious ventures 
On the nations reprefenters : 
Teaching bj what goMm rules 
Into knaves they turn tfccir fools : 
How the helm is nil'd by Watpole^ 
At whofe oars, like flaves, they all pull : 
Let the veflel fplit on {helves; 
With the freight enrich themfelves: 
Safe within my little wherry, 
All their madnefs makes- me merry : 
Like the watermen of Thames y 
I row by, and call them names; 
Like the ever-laughing fage, 
In a jeft I fpend my rage. 
(Though it muft be understood, 
I would hang them if I cou'd) 
If I can but fill my nitch, 
I attempt no higher pitch, 
Leave to UAnvers and his mate 
Maxims wife to mlc the ftate* 
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Pultney deep, accomplice! St. Johns^ 
Scourge the villains with a vengeance : 
Let me, though the fmeft be noiibm, 
Strip their bums ; let * Caleb hbrfe 'em,. 
Then apply AleSios whip, 
Till they wriggle, , howl, and! rkip. 

Duce. is. in you, Me. ikon :■■ 
. What can all this pafllon mean,? 
Mention courts, you'll ne'er be quiet} J 
On corruptions running riot 
End, as it befits, your ftation : 
Come to ufe and application : 
Nor with fenates keep a rlrfs. 
I fubmta and anfwer thus. 

If the machinations brewing 
To com pleat the public ruin 
Never once could have the pow'r 
To affed me half an hour ; 
(Sooner would I write in bufldns, 
Mournful elegies on + Bluftim) 
If I laugh at whig and tory ; 
I conclude a fortiori^ 



• Caleb D'yfanvtrsy the fa- the lord B»lin t broh and Mr. 

mous wi iter of the paper called Pultntj, created earl of Bath. 

the Craftjhtan. Thefe papers f A famous tbief, who was 

are luppofed to be written by hang'd fane years dace 



*&. 
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All your eloquence will fcarce 
Drive me from my fav'rite farce. 
This I muft infift on. For, as 
It is well obferv d by * Horace, 
Ridicule has greater pow'r 
To reform the world, than fow'r. 
Horfes thus, let jockies judge elfe, 
Switches better guide than cudgels. 
Baitings heavy, dry, obtufe, 
Only dulnefs can produce; 
While a little gentle jerking 
Sets the fpirits all a working. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves you lefs than merriment. 
I may ftorm and rage in vain ; 
It but ftupifies your brain. 
But with raillery to nettle, 
Sets your thoughts upon their mettle : 
Gives imagination fcope; 
Never lets your mind elope : 
Drives out brangling and contention, 
Brings in reafon and invention. 
For your fake as well as mine, 
I the lofty ftyle decline. 

* Ridiculum acri 
Ftrtius tt mtiiui, etc. 

I> who 
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I, who love to have a fling 
Both at S^n-*-gre-h-*w-ie and ffift^ ; 
That they might fome "better way tread 
To avoid the publick hatred ; 
Thought no method more commodious, 
Than to mow their vices odious; 
Which I chofe to make appear, 
Not by anger, but a fiieer : 
As my method of reforming 
Is by laughing not by ftorming, 
(For my friends have always thought 
Tendernefs my greateft fault.) 
Would you have me change my ftyle j 
On your faults no longer fmile, 
But, to patch up all your quarrels, 
Quote you texts from Plutarch 1 s morals ; 
Or, from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching wifdom's ufe ? 

If I treat you like a C—^'dH-t**—, 
You have cheap enough compounded. 
Can you put in higher claims, 
Than the owners of St. Jams -s f 
You are not fo great a grievance, 
As the hirelings of St. Stephens. 
You are of a lower clafs 
Than my friend Sir Robert Brafs. 

D d None 
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None of thefc have mercy found, 

I have laugh'd, andJafh'd them round. 

Have you feen a rocket fly ? 
You could fwear it piere'd the iky : 
It but reach'd the middle airi 
Burfting into pieces there: 
Thoufand fparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcomb's crown : 
See what mirth the fport creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus mould I attempt to climb, 
Treat you in a ftyle fublime, 
Such a rocket is my mufe ; 
Should I lofty numbers chufe, 
E're I reach'd Parnaffus top, 
I mould burft, and burfting drop. 
All myjire would fall in fcraps; 
Give your head fome gentle raps ; 
Only make it fmart a while; 
Then could I forbear to fmile, 
When I found the tingling pain, 
Ent'ring warm your frigid brain : 
Make you able upon light 
To decide of wrong and right ; 
Talk with fenfe whate'er you pleafe on ; 
Learn to reli£h truth and reafon. 

Thus 
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Thus we both fhould gain our prize : 
I to laugh, and you grow wife. 

THE 

DISCOVERY. 

WHEN wife lord X Berkeley firft came 
here, 
Statefmen and mob expected wonders, 
Nor thought to find fo great a peer, 

E'er a week paft committing blunders. 
Till on a day cut out by fate, 

When folks came thick to make their 
court, 
Out flipt a myftery of ftate 

To give the town and country fport. 
Now enters * Bujb with new ftate airs, 

His lordfhip's premier minifter ; 
And who in all profound affairs 
Is held as needful as his + clyftcr. 

X When the earl of BtrktUy place of fecretary was not pro- 
went over to Inland as one of per for a clergyman, found 
the lords jufticcs, the author in means foon after they arrived 
compliance with his invitation at Dublin to obtain it for 
went over with him as chaplain himfclf. 
and private fecretary ; but Bujb • My lord's wile fecretary 
another of the earl's attendants f Always taken before my 
having infinuated, that the lord went to council. 

Ddi -^** 
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With head reclining on his moulder, 

He deals and hears myfterious chat, 
While every ignorant beholder 

Afks of his neighbour who is that ? 
With this he put up to my lord, 

The courtiers kept their diftance due, 
He twitch'd his fleeve, and ftole a word ; 

Then to a corner both withdrew. 
Imagine now, my lord and Bujh 

Whhp'ring in junta moft profound, 
Lake good king * Pfyz, and good king 
UJb, 

While all the reft flood gaping round. 
At length a fpark, not too well bred, 

Of forward face and ear acute, 
Advanced on tiptoe, lean'd his head, 

To over- hear the grand difpute; 
To learn what northern kings defign, 

Or from Whitehall fbme new exprefi, 
Papifts difarm'd, or fall of coin : 

For fure (thought he) it can*t be lefi. 
My lord, {aid Bu/h> a friend and I 

Difguis'd in two old thread-bare coats, 
E're morning's dawn ftole out to fpy 

How markets went for hay and oats : 

• Vide the Rtbttrfal, 

With 
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With that he draws twohandfulsout, 

The one was oats, the other hay ; 
Puts this to's excellency's fhout, 

And begs he would the other weigh. 
My lord feems pleas'd, but ftill directs 

By all means to bring down the rates ; 
Then with a congee circumflex 

Bufhj fmiling round on all, retreats. 
Our liftner flood a while confus'd,! 

But gathering fpirits wifely ran for't, 
Enrag'd to fee the world abus'd 

By two fuch whifp'ring kings of Brent- 
ford. 

"The PROBLEM. 

That my lord B-^^-ly fiinh^ when he's in 
love. 

T~"\ID ever problem thus perplex, 
*-** Or more employ the female fex ? 
So fweet a paflion, who would think, 
Jove ever form'd to make a ftink ? 
The ladies vow and fwear they'll try, 
Whether it be a truth or lye. 

D d 3 Love's 
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Love*s fire, it feems, like inward heat 
Works in my lord by (tool and fweat, 
Which brings a ftink from every pore, 
And from behind, and from before ; 
Yet what is wonderful to tell it, 
None but the fav'rite nymph can fmell it. 
But now to fblve the nat'ral caufe 
By fober philofophic laws : 
Whether all paffions, when in ferment, 
Work out as anger does in vermin ; 
So when a weazel you torment, 
You find his paffion by his fcent. 
We read of kings, who in a fright, 
Though on a throne, would fall to fh — - 
Befide all this, deep fcholars know, 
That the main firing of Cupid's bow 

Once on a time was an a gut, 

Now to a nobler office put, 
By favour or defert prefer'd 

From giving paflage to a t 

But ftill though fix'd among the ftars 

Does fympathife with human a e 

Thus, when you feel an hard-bound breech, 
Conclude love's bow-fixing at full ftretch, 
Till the kind loofenefs comes,_ and then 
Conclude the bowrelax'd again. 

And 
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And now, the ladies all are bent 
To try the great experiment, 
Ambitious of a regent's heart, 
Spread all their charms to catch a f 
Watching the firft unfav'ry wind, 
Some ply before, and fome behind. 
My lord, on fire amidft the dames, 

F ts like a lawrel in the flames. 

The fair approach the fpeaking part 
To try the back-way to his heart. 
For, as when we a gun difcharge, 
Although the bore be ne'er fo large, 
Before the flame from muzzle burft, 
Juft at the breech it flaflies firft : 
So from my lord his paflion broke, 
He farted firft, and then he fpoke. 

The ladies vanifli in the fmother 
To confer notes with one another ; 
And now they all agree to name 
Whom each one thought the happy dame. 
Quoili Neat, whate'er the reft may think, 
I'm fare 'twas I, that fmelt the ftink. 

You fmell the ftink, by G you lye, 

Quoth Rofsy for I'll be fworn 'twas I. 
Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear, 
Let's not fall out, we all had (hare, 

D d 4. *^ 
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And by the moft I can difcover, 
My lord's an univerfal lover. 

A LOVE POEM 

FRO M A 

PHYSICIAN to his MISTRESS. 

* Written at London in the Year 1738. 

BY poets we are well affur'd 
That love, alas I can ne'er be curdy 
A complicated heap of Ills, 
Defpifing bolufes and pills. 
Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true, 
Since firft I gave my heart to you. 
Now, by your cruelty hard-bound 
I {train my guts, my colon wound: 
Now, jealoufy my grumbling tripes 
Aflaults with grating, grinding gripes: 
When pity in thofe eyes I view, 
My bowels wambling make mefpew, 
When I an am'rous kifs defign'd, 
I belch' d a hurricane of wind. 
Once you a gende figh let fall, 
Remember how \ fucJCd it all j 

* Dean Swifi was not in London after the year 1727. 

What 



A LOVE POEM. 409 

What colic pangs from thence I felt » 
Had you but known, your heart would 

melt, 
Like ruffling winds in caverns pent, 
Till nature pointed out a vent. 
How have you torn my heart to pieces 
With maggots, humours, and caprices 1 
By which I got the hemorrhoids ^ 
And loathfome worms my anus voids. 
Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, 
I feel my body all inflam'd, 
Which breaking out in boyls and blanes y 
With yellow filth my linnen ftains. 
Or, parch'd with unextinguim'd thirfl, 
Small beer I guzzle till I burft : 
And then I drag a bloated corpus 
SwelTd with a dropfy like a porpus ; 
When, if I cannot purge or flak, 
I muft be tapp'd to fill a pail. 

On a PRINTER'S being fe^t to Newgate, 
by . 

BETTER we all were in our graves 
Than live in flavery to flaves, 
Worfe than the anarchy at fea, 
Where fiihes on each other prey ; 

What 
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Where ev'ry trout can make as high rants 
O'er his inferiors as our tyrants; 
And fwagger while the coaft is clear : 
But mould a lordly pike appear, 
Away you fee the varlet feud, 
Or hide his coward fhout in mud. 
Thus if a gudgeon meet a roach, 
He dare not venture to approach ; 
Yet ftill has impudence to rife, 
And, like Domitian y leap at flies. 

On the Little Houfe by the Church-yard of 
Caftlenock. 

WHOEVER pleafeth to enquire, 
Why yonder fteeple wants a fpire, 
The grey old fellow poet * Joe 
The philofbphic caufe will fhow. 
Once on a time a weftern blaft 
At leaft twelve inches overcaft, 
Reck'ning roof, weathercock and all, 
Which came with a prodigious fall ; 
And tumbling topfy-turvy round 
Light with its bottom on the ground. 

* Mr. Btawimt olTrim. 

Far 
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For by the laws of gravitation 
It fell into, its proper ftation. . 

This is the little ftrutting pile, 
You fee juft by the church-yard ftile ; 
The walls in tumbling gave a knock ; 
And thus the fteeple gave a fhock ; 
From whence the neighbouring farmer calls 
The fteeple, Knocks tne vicar, + Walls. 

The vicar once a week creeps in, 
Sits with his knees up to his chin ; 
Here conns his notes, and takes a whet, 
Till the fmall ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pafs, 
Obferv'd the roof behind the grafs ; 
On tiptoe flood and rear'd his fnout, 
And faw the parfon creeping out j 
Was much furpriz'd to fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft £0 low. 

A fchool-boy ran unto't arid thought, 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught 
A third, who loft his way by night, 
Was forc'd for fafety to alight, 



* Rev. Archdeacon Watt. 
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And ftepping o'er the fabric-roof, 
His horfe had like to fpoil his hoof. 

Warburton took it in his noddle, 
This building was defign'd a model 
Or of a pigeon-houfe, or oven, 
To bake one loaf, and keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs. John/on gave her verdid, 
And every one was pleas'd, that heard it: 
All that you make this iftir about, 
Is but a (till, which wants a (pout. 
The rev'rend Dr. * Reymond guefs'd, 
More probably than all the reft ; 
He faid, but that it wanted room, 
It might have been a pigmy's tomb. 

The doctor's family came by, 
And little mifs began to cry ; 
Give me that houfe in my own hand : 
Then madam bad the chariot ftand, 
Call'd to the clerk in manner mild, 
Pray reach that thing here to the child : 
That thing, I mean, among the kale ; 
And here's to buy a pot of ale, 

• Miniftcr ofTr/jw. 

The 
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The clerk faid to her in a heat, 
What! fell my matter's country feat ? 
Where he comes ev'ry week from town ; 
He would not fell it for a crown. 
Poh ! fellow, keep not fuch a pother 
In half an hour thoul't make another. 
♦ 

Says * Nancy > I can make for mifs 
A finer houfe ten times than this, 
The dean will give me willow-flicks, 
And Joe my apron-full of bricks. 

* The waiting- woman. 
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7%e author and his friends ufed to divert 
ihemf elves for amufement in making rid' 
dies , feme of which have been printed, and 
were well received; as we hope the follow' 
ing will he, although we cannot tell the 
authors of each, 

A RIDDLE. 

I With borrow'd filver fhine, 
What you fee is none of mine. 
Firft I fliew you but a quarter, 
Like the bow that guards the Tartar, 
Then the half, and then the whole, 
Ever dancing round the pole. 
And what will raife your admiration, 
I am not one of God's creation, 
But fprung (and I this truth maintain) 
Like Pallas from my father's brain. 
And after all, I chiefly owe 
My beauty to the fhades below. 
Moft wondrous forms you fee me wear, 
A man, a woman, lion, bear, 
A fifh, a fowl, a cloud, a field, 
All figures heav'n or earth can yield ; 

like 
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Like Daphne fometimes in a tree : 
Yet am not one of all you fee. 

ANOTHER. 

BEgotten, and born, and dying with|noife, 
The terror of women, and pleafure of 
boys, 

Like the fi&ion of poets concerning the 
wind, 

Fm chiefly unruly, when ftrongeft connVd. 

For fllver and gold I don't trouble my head, 

But all I delight in is pieces of lead ; 

Except when I trade with a fliip or a town, 

Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 

One property more I would have you re- 
mark, 

No lady was ever more fond of a fpark ; 

The moment I get one my foul's all a-fire, 

And I roar out my joy, and in tranfport 
expire. /-»»• <•/•• 

ANOTHER. 

' I S HERE is a gate, we know full well, 
■*» That ftands 'twixt heav'n, and earth, 
and hell, 
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Where many for a paflage venture, 
Yet very few are fond to enter ; 
Although 'tis open night and day/ 
They for that reafon fhun tins way : 
Both dukes and lords abhor it's wood, 
They can't come near it for their blood. 
What other way they take to go, 
Another time I'll let you know. 
Yet commoners with greater!: eafe, 
Can find an entrance when they pleafe. 
The pooreft hither march in ftate, 
(Or they can never pafs the gate) 
Like rotnan generals triumphant, 
And then they take a turn and jump on't. 
If graveft parfons here advance, 
They cannot pafs before they dance ; 
There's not a foul, that does refort here, 
But ftrips himfelf to pay the porter. .& , %/ . 

ANOTHER. 

FROM heav'n I fall, though from 
earth I begin, 
No lady alive can fhew fuch a fkin. 
I'm bright as an angel, and light as a 

feather, 
But heavy and dark, when you fqueeze 
me together. Though 
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Though candour and truth in my afped I 

bear, 
Vet many poor creatures I help to enihare. 
Though fo much of heaven appears in my 

make, 
The fouleft impreflibns I eafily take. 
My parent and I produce one another, 
The mother the daughter, the daughter 

the mother. .'• .. 

ANOTHER. 

I'M up, and down, and round about, 
Yet all the world cant find me out, 
Though hundreds have employ 'd their lei- 

fure, 
They never yet cou'd find my meafure. 
JL*m found almoft in ev'ry garden, 
Vay, in the compafs of a farthing. 
There's neither chariot, coach, nor mill, 
Can move an inch except I will, s 

ANOTHER. 

T AM jet-black, as you may lee, 
■*• The (on of pitch, and gloomy night ; 
Yet all that know me will agree, 
I'm dead except I live in light. 

Ee Soma- 
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Sometimes in panegyric high 

Like lofty Pindar I can Ibar, 
And raife a virgin to the fky, 

Or fink her to a pocky whore. 

My blood this day is very fweet, 
To-morrow of a bitter juice, ...... 

Like milk 'tis cry'd about the ftreet, 
And fo apply 'd to difFrent ufe. 

Moft wond'rous is my magic power: 
For with one colour I can paint ; 

I'll make the devil a faint this hour, 
Next make a devil of a faint. 

Through diftant regions I can fly, 
Provide me but with paper wings, 

And fairly fhew a reafon, why 

There fhould be quarrels among kings. 

And after all you'll think it odd, 
When learned doctors will difpute, 

That I fhould point the word of God, 
And fhew where they can beft confute. 

Let lawyers bawl and ftrain their throats, 
'Tis I that muft the lands convey, 

And flrip the clients to their coats > 
Nay, give their very fouls away* iwe 
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ANOTHER. 

EVER eating, never cloying, 
All devouring, all deftroying, 
Never finding full repaft^ 
Till I eat the world at laft. 

ANOTHER, 

WE are little, airy creatures, 
All of difFrent voice and feature?^ 
One of us in glafs is {ct t 
One of us you'll find in jet, 
T'other you may fee in tin, 
And the fourth a box within, 
If the fifth you fhou'd purfue, 
It can never fly from you* 

ANOTHER. 

ALL of us in one you'll find, 
Brethren of a wondrous kind, 
Vet among us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other ; 
We in frequent councils are, 
And our marks of things declare, 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the dark* 

Ee x T»* 
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He's the regifter of all 

In our ken, both great and fmall % 

By us forms his laws, and rules, 

He's our matter, we his tools ; 

Yet we can with greateft eafe 

Turn and wind nun where we pleafe. 

One of us alone can fleep, 
Yet no watch the reft will keep, 
But the moment that he clofes, 
JSv'ry brother elfe repofes. 

If wine's bought, or victuals dreft, 
One enjoys them for the reft. 

Pierce us all with wounding fteel, 
One for all of us will feel. 

Though ten thoufand cannons roar, 
Add to them ten thoufand more, 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell, 
There's but one of us can fmell. .- 



ANO- 
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ANOTTHER. 
FONTINELLA to FLORINDA. 

\K7 H E N on my bofom thy, bright eyes, 
* Florinda y dart their heav'nly beams, 

I feel not the leaft love- furprize, 
Yet endlefs tears flow down in firearm, 

There's nought fo beautiful in thee, 

But you may find the fame in me. 

The lilies of thy fkin compare ; 

In me you fee them full as white. 
The rofes of your cheeks, I dare 

Affirm, can't glow to more delight. 
Then, fince I fhew as fine a face, 
Can you refufe a fbft embrace? 

Ah lovely nymph, thou'rt in thy prime! 

And fb am I whilft thou art here ; 
But fbon will come the fatal time, 

When all we fee fhall difappear, 
'Tis mine to make a juft reflection, 
And yours to follow my direction. 

Then catch admirers while you may; 

Treat not your lovers with difdain ; 
For time with beauty flies away, 

And there is no return again. 

E e 3 To 
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To you the fad account I bring, 
JLife's autumn has no fecond fpring, 

ANOTHER. 

NE VE R fpeakin'g, ftnr awake 
Pleafing moft when moft I fpeak, 
The delight of old arid young, 
Though I ipeak without a tongue. 
Nought but one thing can confound me, 
Many voices joining round me ; 
Then I fret, and rave and gabble, 
Like the labourers of BaheU 
Now I am a dog, or cow, 
I can bark, or I can low, 
I can bleat, or I can fing, 
Like the warblers of the Ipring. 
Let the love fick bard complain, 
And I mourn the cruel pain ; 
Let the happy fwain rejoice, 
And I join my helping voice ; 
Both are welcome, grief or joy, 
I with either fport and toy. 
Though a lady, I am ftout, 
Drums and trumpets bring me out \ 
Then I clafh and roar and rattle, 
Join in all the din of battle. 



Jove, 
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jfove, with all his loudeft thunder, 
When I'm vext can't keep me under ; 
Yet fo tender is my ear, 
That the loweft voice I fear ; 
Much I dread the courtier's fate, 
When his merit's out of date, 
For I hate a filent breath, 
And a whifper is my death. 

ANOTHER. 

MOST things by me do rife and fall, 
And as I pleafe they're great and 

fmall ; 
Invading foes, without refiflance, 
With eafe I make to keep their diftance $ 
Again, as I'm difpos'd, the foe 
Will come, though not a foot they go, 
Both mountains, woods, and hills, and 

rocks, 
And gaming goats, and fleecy flocks, 
And lowing herds, and piping fwains, 
Come dancing to me o'er the plains. 
The greateft whale, that fwims the lea 
Does inftantly my pow'r obey. 
In vain from me the failor flies, 
The quickeft (hip I can furprize, 

E e 4 And 
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And turn it as I have a mind. 
And move it againft tide and wind. 
Nay, bring me here the tailed man, 
I'll fqueeze him to a little fpan, 
Or bring a tender child and pliant, 
You'll fee me ftretch him to a giant ; 
Nor fhall they in the leaft complain, 
Becaufe my magic gives no pain. ...< 4 ,„ 

ANOTHER. 

\X/E are little brethren-twain, 

* * Arbiters of lofs and gain, 
Many to our counters run, 
Some are made, and fome undone. 
But men find it to their coft, 
Few are made, but numbers loft. 
Though we play them tricks for ever, 
Yet they always hope our favour. 

To Dr. SHERIDAN. 

DEAR Sheridan / a gentle pair 
OlGallftwon lads (for fuch they are) 
Befides a brace of grave divines 
Adore the fmoothne»s of thy lines ; 

Smooth 
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Smooth as our bafon's filver flood, 
E're George had robb'd it of it's mud$ 
Smoother than Pegafus old fhoe, 
E're Vulcan comes to make him new. 
The board, on which we fet our a— s, 
Is not fo fmooth as are thy verfes, 
Compar'd with which (and that's enough) 
A fmoothing-ir'n itfelf is ruff. 
Nor praife I lefs that circumcifion, 
By modern poets call'd elifion, 
With which, in proper flation plac'd, 
Thy polifli'd lines are firmly brac'd. 
Thus, a wife taylor is not pinching, 
But {urns at ev'ry feam an inch in, 
Or elfe, be fure, your broad-cloth breeches 
Will ne'er be fmooth, nor hold their flitches. 
Thy verfe, like bricks, defy the we?-ther, 
When finooth'd by rubbing them together ; 
Thy words (o clofely wedg'd, and fhort are 
Like walls, more lading without mortar 5 
By leaving out the needlefs vowels 
You fave the charge of lime and trowels. 
One letter ftill another locks, 
Each groov'd, and dove tail'd, like a box j 
Thy mufe is tuckt up and fuccind 5 
In chains thy fyilables are linkt. 

Thy 
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Thy words together, ty'd in final], hanks, 
Clofe as the -71^c^?«/^ phalanx :• * 
Or like the Umbo of the Ramans y 
Which fiercest foescould break by no means, 
TJie critic to. his grief will find, 
How firmly thefe indentures hind : 
1 So, in. the, kindred painter's, art 
The fhort'ning is the niceft part. 

Philologers of future ages, 
How, will they pore upon thy pages I 
Nor will they .dare to break the joints, 
But help thee to be read with points : 
Or elfe, to fhew their learned labour, yoq 
May backward be perus'd like hebrew y 
Wherein they need not lofe a bit 
Or of thy harmony or. wit. 
To make a work completely fine 
Number, and weight and meafure join ; 
Then all muft grant your lines are weighty* 
Where thirty weigh as much as eighty. 
All muft allow your numbers more, 
Where twenty lines exceed fourfcore ; 
Nor can we think your meafure fhort, 
Where lefs than forty fill a quart, 
With Alexandrian in the clofe 
Long, long, long, long, hkcDans long nofe. 

^RE- 



427 



A REBUS written by a *,LADYw 
the Rev. Dean SWIFT. With his 
ANSWER. 

CU T the name of. the Man] Jo-fepb. 
who his Miftrefs deny'd, 
Arid let the firfi of it be only 

apply'd 
To join with the prophet who Nathan. 

David did chide. 
Then fey, what a horfe is that runs very 

M 

And that which deferves to hefirft put the 

laji; 
Spell all then, and put them together, to 

find 
The Name and the Virtues of, him I 

defign'd. 
Like the Patriarch in Egypt he's vers'd in 

thejiate ; 
Like the Prophet in j£wry i he's free with 

the great ; 
Like a racer he flies to fuccour with {peed, 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is 

in need. 



* Mn. Vanbomrigb. 
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The ANSWER. 

THE nymph, who wrote this in an 
amorous fit, 
I cannot but envy the pride of her wit y 
Which thus fhe will venture profufely to 

throw 
On lb mean a defign, and 2ifubje& Co low. 
For mean's her defig », and her fubje& as 

mean, 
The firfl but a Rebus, the loft but a 

Dean. 
A deans but a par/on, and what is a rebus? 
A thing never Hnown to the mufes or Phoe- 
bus. 
The corruption of verfe ? for when all is 

done, 
It is but a parafhrafe made on a punnt 
But a genius like her's no fubject. can ftine, 
It fhews and difcovers itfelf through a trifle. 
By reading this trifle, I quickly bejgan 
To find her a great wit, but the dean a 

fmall man. 
Rich ladies will furnifh their garrets with 

fluff, 
Which others for mantuas would think fine 

enough 1 

So 
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So the wit that is lavimly thrown away here, 
Might furni£h a fecond rate poet a year. 
Thus much for the verfe, we proceed to 

the next, 
Where the Nympk has entirely fbr&ken 

her text: 
Her fine panegyrics are quite out of feafon, 
And whatyfo defcribes to be merit is trea- 

fort: 
The changes, which faction has made in 

the ffate, 
Have put the deans politics quite out of 

date: 
Now no one regards what he utters with 

freedom, 
And fhould he write pamphlets > no great 

man would read 'em j 
And fhould want or defert ftand in need of 

his aid, 
This racer wou'd prove but a dull-fbund- 

er'd jade. 



Writtm 
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Written by the Rev. Do&ar SWIFT* 
on bis own Deafhds. 

T7 ErtifrinofitSy inops^furduSy ma/egratui 

▼ atmch-y 
Non campano fonansy tomtru non ah jove 

. miffunXy 
Quod mage mtrandunty fahem fi credere fas 

tft> 
Non clamofa meat mulierjam per cut it awes* 

In ENGLISH. 

"p\EAF, giddy, helpWs, left alone, 

-■— ' To all my friends a burthen grown) 
No more I hear my church's bell, 
Than if it rang out for my knell : 
At thunder now no more I ftart, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart : 
Nay, what's incredible, alack 1 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. 
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